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CHAPTER ONE 

How the Troubadour came to Bellefranche 

J,, THOUGH the least of singers, and no poet 
at all by my own device, may yet be accounted 
worthy to chronicle the deeds of the poet Flo- 
restane, who, in his first youth, caused great 
marvel with his songs, so that the fame of 
his graceful conceits went forth while he was 
yet a stripling. 

So, lest I lack wit to wrap much matter in 

II 




PLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

few words, I will be^pn at once, and recount 
how it was that I first saw Florestane in his 
native city of Les Baux, in the castle on the 
hewn rock there. A Court of Love had been 
held on that day, and poets and jongleurs, my- 
self being one of these lesser entertainers, had 
been singing stanzas both loyal and gay for 
the diversion of the lords and ladies. 

After I had chanted various sirventes and 
love-songs I had stepped to a casement, and 
stood looking out upon the tordies that were 
lighted in honor of the assemblage. As I so 
stood, I heard the words : " Master Jongleur, 
I would fain ask whose song it was which you 
sung, — about the maiden who waited for love 
as the violets wait for the spiingp " 

I looked at the questioner, and the gleam of 
the torchlight danced upon his face, so that 
I could distinguish him to be of marvellous 
graceful and supple build, with a face of reg- 
ular beauty and the expression of vigorous life. 
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*' The song," said I, smiling, and, withal, 
pleased that I was able thus to whet his eager- 
ness the more, *' was writ by a girl ; a troubadour 
maid, Biatriz de BeUefranche, of the court of 
the Princess Melicendra, who is so famous a poet, 
in spite of her tender years, that there is no man 
living who could add or take away one word from 
what she writes." 

** Ah ! ** he exclaimed, ** it is the same. I 
knew it could be no other. Songs of hers have 
been sung here before now, have they not? " 

I answered such was like to be the case. 

** You know her? " he asked. 

" Verily do I," I replied. ** For she and I are 
of the same town, and many of her songs have 
I sung in many places." 

*' Master Jongleur," said the youth, somewhat 
slower, and a little shamefaced, '* I am of a 
mind to go with you to your town of BeUe- 
franche, if you purpose returning there soon." 

And then I looked the closer at the handsome 
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jouth. He was clad id a short garment of a 
■ad rose color, with embellishmeDts of silver, and 
his hose were of the same graj color as the metal. 
His long flowing sleeves were notched about the 
edges, and were lined with white silk. His girdle 
was wrought in flat pieces of silver, linked by 
heavy chains and set with rubies. On hb breast 
hung a jewel made of rubies set in silver, and 
his hat, which he carried under his arm, was of 
the same sad rose velvet, with long white plumes 
curled about it, fastened in place by an orna- 
ment of the same stones. His hair was of a 
goodly chestnut, and was cut off square and 
short, BO that it hung close about his checks as 
is the fashion still among youths. The more I 
regarded him, the more I felt assured that this 
comely lad with the firm chin was the poet 
Florestane des Baux, whose verses I had often 
heard; and when I thought of Biatriz, in a 
manner these two seemed to hover before my 
eyes as wondrous weU mated; and I answered, 
'4 
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*^ Even so, fair sir, I will be right glad of your 
company.'' For I knew that the minds of these 
two were tuned to the same melody, and I had 
ever a shrewd interest in seeing such persons as 
are akin in their souls brought nearer together. 

So it adventured that after certain days, 
Florestane left the city of Les Baux in my 
company, and we journeyed with our faces to 
the sunrise until we came to Bellefranche. 

As we rode along, giving rein to our horses, 
the poet's tongue was loosed, and he told me that 
it had now been three years that he had listened 
to the songs of Biatriz, and that each year he 
had vowed to search out the maiden whose mind 
must be a very counterpart of his own. Indeed, 
I began to tremble lest I had told him overmuch 
of her wit and beauty, for it might be that she 
would have none of him — it is not possible ever 
to know what will please a woman. So, by way 
of caution, I ventured to drop a hint that Bia- 
triz had already a powerful lover, at which he 

IS 
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frowned and looked bo fierce of cheer, that I 
hastened to add that, bo far as I knew, Biatriz 
mi^t not return this suitor's affection. 

"And who is the man?" he asked, with a 
hau^ty toBB of his head. i 

" Her lover is Sir Vigraine de Bois," I re- 
plied. " He is a noble and a venturesome baron 
who is not content with his own, but sometimes 
pillages and robs wayfarers. He is held in scHne 
awe by the citizens of Bellefranche, and they 
tell how he likes this troubadour maid on account 
of her indomitable spirit. She is the only woman 
in the town who would not cringe and fawn upon 
him in Buch humility as would make his fiery 
nature wroth and soon weary." 

** I fear not his fiery nature," said Florestane, 
his mouth setting firm. " As to his being a 
powerful baron, I set little thereby. After I 
have once seen the maiden, I will tell you whether 
there be reason in dreading any man. If it so 
be that she and I are destined for eadi other, 
i6 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOXTR 

neither fire nor sword can part us. If it so be 
that she vouchsafes me no sign of friendliness," 
— here he paused a moment, and lifted his 
shoulders and his brows at the same time, — 
**why, then, forsooth, it will not become me to 
persecute any man whom she chooses to prefer, 
and to save my own pain, you will see me no 
more/' Then he fell to thinking, and we rode 
in silence awhile. Now and then, Florestane 
would mutter, " It is well worth the trying ! " 
and again, he would smile, and say something 
in so hushed a voice that I could not catch the 
words. 

A comfortable enough journey it was, for, as 
all persons know, Provence is a rank country 
and plentiful of trees, so that we had shade by 
day and shelter by night, when it so chanced that 
we were not so fortunate as to reach a town 
before the darkness fell. There were some de- 
lays such as be incident to travel. We were 
within a day's march of our journey's end, and 

17 
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had met with a party of minstrels and tumblers, 
and also a Jew, who was carrying certain treas- 
ure to his people, and who durst not go alone, 
BO that he plead with us for our company. 
We did not deny htm, for, after he had so proved 
his trust of us by his confidence, it would have 
been a scurvy trick ; but it could not be expected 
that Christians should restrain their natural 
feelings in regard to his race, and I fear me that, 
what with the tumblers amusing themselves with 
leaping upon him from behind, and Florestane's 
quips and pranks of speech, his journey was 
rendered right tedious. We dismounted and 
walked with these new acquaintances, for they 
were going only a short distance. 

At last we came to a toll-gate, and the cry 
went up, " Alas ! must we pay good coin to go 
through hereP" The Jew, in particular, was 
loth to do so. At that Florestane cried, " Aha, 
good sirs, we are of such kind that we may save 
our well-earned gold, for look you upon the regu- 
iS 
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latioiiB inscribed above the gates ! " Then we 
read what was there written. " Buffoons, min- 
strels, mimics, and dancers may pass free, and 
shall play before the lady of the manor," 

" Well," cried one of the tumblers, " we are 
buflfoons, and you be minstrels ; now, pray, what 
does that advantage the Jew? Prithee, Solomon, 
canst dance or throw a somersault? " 

** Or canst sing sweet melody through this apt 
trumpet?" asked another, administering the 
poor wretch a fillip on tKe nose, which, had the 
Jew possessed the spirit of a Christian, he would 
have resented. 

" Stay," called Florestane, who had been ex- 
amining the inscriptions over the gate, — for 
there were several by-laws to apply to persons 
1^0 were exempt from the payment of coin, — 
" here is a clause doth admirably fit his case ! 
The law says, * A Jew shall put his shoes upon 
his head, and say, wiU he nil he, one Pater^ 
noster.* " 

»9 
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Thereupon a shout went up from all, and in 
a moment shorter than mine inTenticm they had 
rolled the Jew orer upon tua knees, and taken 
off hia shoes, which they bestowed none too gently 
upon his pate, and the poor man was glad to 
repeat after Florestane the words necessary fm 
his admission. Then we all proceeded to the 
manor, and performed for the chatehune; and 
it was small marvel that she had made this law, 
for on no other condition surely would any man 
willingly have come into her presence, so ugly 
was she to look upon ; though withal a generous 
dame, for we were served with good sack when 
we had finished our work. Two of the tumblers 
threw a back-somersault so that their feet came 
down straight upon the floor ; but the third, when 
he had to throw it forward, crossed himself, for 
he feared lest he should break his neck. 

Florestane chafed at this delay, for the lad 
had become so filled with the thought of Biatriz, 
that every day made his imagination show bn 
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to him the more vividly. At last I saw the towers 
of the Castle of Bois. 

" Belief ranche is there," I said. 

Now, he being a poet, I had looked for him 
to sing or to speak in metre at such a time; 
so it greatly amazed me that he remained quite 
silent. However, he rose straight and erect in 
his stirrups, the lithe body of him bent back, 
and raised his hat high in salute, so that the 
plume in it uncoiled, and swept outward in the 
wind. And I marvelled much at this youth, who, 
with his head thrown up, could carry himself like 
the bravest and strongest of men, and yet have 
tears in his eyes. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

Telling how the Two Poets met tn the Spring 

jNoW there be many things which I recount 
that it was not possible for me to see with my 
own eyes; but so often have I heard them told 
by one or other of those who were present, that 
I feel I know the certainty of them, aod thereby 
you may trust in me to repeat these things as 
they adventured. 

On a May morning, the Princess Melicendra 
de Bcllefranche sat at needlework with her ladies 
in the orchard. 

** Alack,** quoth the princess, ** it is scant of 
cheer in the castle when the men are all away. 
Truly, I rejoice that my lord and his train will 
return ere another moon wanes." 
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The ladies looked from one to another. Doubt- 
less they, too, were glad, for each one of them 
was thinking of some friend or lover or spouse, 
and they smiled as they bent over their embroid- 
ery frames, listening to the singing of the night- 
ingales and the soft wind as it sighed in the 
orange-trees, besprinkling them ever and anon 
with showers of the white blossoms. 

There was only one idle in the company. She 
was a tall, comely maid, with her waving bronze 
hair hanging loose and short about her fair 
throat, and she stood leaning against an orange- 
tree, lazily plucking the leaves and tearing them 
into little shreds, as carefully as though for some 
special purpose, whereas, in reality, her thoughts 
were elsewhere. She was dressed in a goodly 
way for one who had the lines of beauty in hei* 
body, for she wore a single robe of green, which 
clung to her here and there as it fell from her 
bosom to her feet. The sleeves were of a thin 
golden fabric, and fell nearly as far as the gown, 
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BO that she was outlined with a sort of shimmer- 
ing aureole, beginning with the bright hair and 
continuing down both sides in the gold, against 
the darker green of the tree, topped with its 
white blossoms. 

The Princess Melicendra had a keen love for 
beauty, and she gazed at the maiden with evident 
pleasure. 

" Biatriz," she said, " yo\i must purvey us 
a joyful song against the return of our lords-" 

Biatriz smiled, and her long eyelids lifted 
slightly as she answered, " It is of scant moment 
to me whether they be returning or no ; but I will 
do what beseems the occasion, for verily the castle 
is livelier when they are here,** 

" And do you not feel any joy at the thought 
of seeing Sir Vigraine de Bois, heartless one? " 
asked Melicendra. 

"Ah, Sir Vigraine, to be sure; I ask his 
pardon that I forgot him." 
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" Biatriz, jou need not make any lie ! It is 
no disgrace to admit when one loves a man ! " 

" I made no lie, gracious lady," replied Bia- 
triz, demurely. *' I ask his pardon for lack of 
remembrance. I am concealing nothing." 

*' If she cares for him," murmured the pretty 
Lady Rosalind de Gascoigne, '* she hides it in 
the best wise that she could. She is like a riddle, 
now kind and now cold — how is a man to know 
what to believe ? " 

Biatriz smiled again in a discreet way. " It 
may not be important that he believe anything," 
she said. 

The princess rose and took a few steps, and 
then seated herself on a bench of marble. 

" Come, Biatriz," she exclaimed, " we are 
aweary of our own thoughts, and have need of 
refreshment. Can you not sing to us, or recount 
a tale of love or adventure? " 

" If it please your Highness," said Biatriz. 

" The tales you tell are ever worthy of atten- 
ds 
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tion," answered the princeBs. " I marvel that 
you have at command always such a labyrinth of 
conceits ! " 

" Here, then," quoth Biatriz, still pick- 
ing leaves, " commenceth the history of the 
prudent Dariolette, who had three lovers, and 
her mind was racked to choose between them. 
One was beautiful to look upon, but soft, withal, 
tor a man, for he had livelihood from his lineage, 
and BO had no credit due him for his wealth, any 
more than one to whom the birds should bring 
bread whereby he might live." 

Biatriz drew herself up, and her face became 
animated with the interest of her subject, as was 
her wont. 

" The second lover," she sud, ** lived by his 
learning and the labor of his hands, and bad do 
great wealth to offer ; but of lives shapen in this 
manner, wits and virtues are needed to the ruling 
of them, and the prudent Dariolette knew well 
that this man would afford more worth in w(»d 
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and appearance than the other; but this wise 
man had been struggling to reach over others 
for so long, that he had no heart, and had kept 
small store of sympathy. Now, the third lover 
was as though these two had been tempered to- 
gether somedeal, — he was goodly to look upon, 
of a kindly conversation, with money of his own, 
and yet he worked somewhat — ** 

Here Lady Rosalind interrupted the narrator. 
** Why continue, Biatriz? ** she asked. " Surely, 
she took the third lover. How could there be 
any hindrance? '* 

Biatriz paused, and tossed her head back with 
a smile like a bacchante. Looking languidly 
from under her long lids at Lady Rosalind, she 
made answer with tolerant complaisance. 

" The only hindrance in the eyes of the pru- 
dent Dariolette," she replied, ** was that her third 
lover had already a wife." 

Several of the ladies started, and one of them 

pricked her finger shrewdly, and cried out. The 
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princess rose. " Verily, Biatriz," she said, " you 
have succeeded in startling us out of our quiet 
and dejection. We may all have food for 
thought out of this history of Dariolette." 

She laughed merrily, and turned to walk 
toward the forest. 

She was no sooner lost to their view than they 
heard her speaking excitedly to aome one in the 
trees. Biatriz and Lady Ursula de Saint Pr£ 
started forward, and at that moment the princess 
appeared again with one of the retainers of the 
castle. 

" Follow me ! " she called to the ladies. 
" There is one here in distress ! " 

Several of them ran at once to the forest path. 
The princess explained as they hastened. 

** The jongleur Peirol has returned from Les 
Baux, where he went to sing, and has hrought 
with him a stranger, and they were attacked out- 
side the town by robbers, and one of them is 
wounded, if not slain ! " 
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By this time they had reached the gates, where 
they saw several men assembled, grouped about 
a litter. On this litter lay Florestane. The 
princess turned to me. ^^ Ah ! who has done 
this?'' sheened. " Is he badly hurt? " 

** I fear me he is, gracious lady," I replied. 
** As we journeyed at the outskirts of Belle- 
f ranche, some of the minions of Sir Vigraine de 
Bois, seeing travellers approach, gave us fight 
for pillage, and this youth defended an old Jew 
who was in our party, so that the robbers fell 
upon him sore (for the Jew had treasure about 
him, and he was the prey they were seeking). 
The old man got away safe, while this dear 
youth may pay for that old infidel neck with 
hisUfe!'' 

I was laboring under strong emotion, for we 
had been in a sharp fray, and, had it not been 
near enough to Bellefranche for the followers 
of the princess to have heard us, we might aU 
have been slain. I saw Biatriz approach with 
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8 quick step, the indignation in her lending 
majesty to her gait, which was lithe a» a pan- 
ther, and she Btood by the litter and looked into 
the face of the unconscious man. 

** Who is he? " she asked. 

" Lady," I answered, and I tried to apeak at 
my ease, " he is the poet Florestane des Baux, 
whose verses are known to you all." 

She started back. " How did he come here? '* 
she asked low under her breath. 

" He wished to see ** — I stammered, for her 
eyes searched me so — "he wished to see — 
Belief ranche." 

She smiled sadly. 

" Pray God he may," she said. ** Let us take 
him quickly to the castle, and send for the leech. 
I will stay by him — we are as brothers in art, 
and he does not seem strange to me.** 

We formed in a sort of procession, and carried 
the wounded man to the castle, and I seem to see 
stiU the supple greoi figure walking bj the litter, 
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ever and anon bending over to minister to the 
poet's comfort, heedless that one of her drooping 
golden sleeves was steeped in his blood. 

When Florestane was laid in comfort in an 
upper chamber, Biatriz said to me, ^^ Master 
Peirol, you will stay and help me to nurse him? " 

"Truly, lady, I ask nothing better than to 
attend him the rest of my life," I answered, 
straightforward, " for I love the youth in these 
few days that I have known him." 

^^ And I have not known him at all," said she ; 
and then flushed on a sudden, as if she expected 
that a poor untutored minstrel like myself should 
have the wit to finish her words in my mind. 

Then the leech arrived, and he made a deal of 
trouble. He had to ask for basins, and vials, 
and bladders, and cloths, and many things which 
he never used at all, and then he directed us how 
to bandage the wounds afresh (and not near 
so weU, I dare swear, as I had them done at the 
first). 

3> 
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" You had best send for some of the tisters 
at the conrent to attend him," he said. " For 
it will be many days before he will be well, and 
the care would be irksome." 

" He will have all the care he can need," said 
I, and I looked up at Biatriz, who, now that 
Florestane wa« pronounced in no danger of his 
life, was morvellouBlj returned to spirits. She 
smiled, and said, " He is more like to be killed 
with care than with neglect ! " 

The leech was a heavy man, and looked proud 
and puffed up, but he essayed a smile at this. 

" See to it that he do not eat too much," he 
•aid. " But give him a little very good wine; 
for wine moderately drunk comforts the body, 
and gladdens the heart, and saves wounds; but 
nothing is worse when it is too often taken. So 
be temperate." 

I went with the leech out of the room to ask 
him some more questions, and when I came again, 

3» 
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I saw Biatriz kneeling by the bed, chafing his 
hands gently. 

^ To think that I should meet him thus ! " she 
was whispering. ^^ After all this time that I have 
longed to see the man who could express my 
thoughts in better language than my own ! " 

When I entered, she rose and was a little 
abashed, and explained that it was easier to reach 
one of the bandages in that position. 

As we sat in the darkened chamber that even- 
ing, there came a slight rustling soimd from the 
bed, which brought us to our feet. 

** He is awake ! " I exclaimed. 

Biatriz moved forward swiftly, but withal 
silently. She leaned over Florestane, and I knew 
that she had forgot that there was any one else 
to hear. He opened his eyes, and they rested on 
her eager face. His hand was raised a little, and 
she clasped it softly in hers. 

** Biatriz ! " he murmured, possibly not all 
awake. 

3S 
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" Florestane ! " she answered) in a low tone. 
" How could you know it was I? " 

Then he opened bis e^res f ullj and looked at 
her, and was sure. 

" I should know you in heaven or earth, Bia- 
triz,** he said ; " I came to find you." 

His eyes closed again, but his lips had formed 
themselTes into a happy smile. Biatriz turned 
and looked at me, as if seeking confirmation of 
his words. I nodded. 

" It was all for me? " she breathed. 

I dared not trust my voice, for I knew that 
H wouM quiver. I could only look my answer 
into her eyes. 

Biatriz made the sign of the cross, and bent 
and kissed his brow. 




CHAPTER THREE 

Biatriz becomes too Daring 

/111 went well until St. Valentine's Day 
next following these events. Then everything 
seemed to come to a crisis. There were great 
festivities in Bellefranche, for Florestane had 
become the favorite singer at the court of Prin- 
cess Melicendra, and had writ his famous ^^ Mira- 
cle of St. Denis," and this was to be played 
with much pomp in the Abbey Church about 
that time. There was much feasting and cheer 
while we actors were learning our parts, and the 
great singer, Ulrich von Lichtenstein, had come 
to see the play, and to help the poet. Also 
the scenes and the pageants were being planned 
by a young man of great promise, who was 
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invited by the Duke Charles of Anjou, and 
he came from far-off Tuscany to be in Belle- 
franche. The duke said that this young man 
would one day be a famous painter; he was 
called Cimabue. The Sire de JoinviUe, the aged 
retainer 'of our beloved King Louis, was also 
a guest of the Princess Melicendra, who loved 
him as though sbe had been his dau^ter ; and 
when her father had been slain in the crusades, 
the news of his death was brought to her by the 
Sire de Joinville, his oldest friend. 

Now, on the eve of St. Valentine, I was in the 
great hall of the castle, sitting within the chim- 
neyplace, for there was a shrewd frost without. 
I had a little parchment script in my hand, 
studying the part I was to act in the miracle-play 
at the abbey. We had been rehearsing it at 
noontime, and the man who was to have played 
the character of St. Denis being struck on a 
sudden with a riieum, it was decided that I should 
learn it in his place. It was necessary often to 
3« 
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practise the beheading scene, which was contrived 
in this wise; false shoulders were to be builded 
upon my head, and above them a semblance of 
St. Denis's head fitted with a seemly mask was 
set; and, at the very moment when the execu- 
tioner should swing his sword, I was to pull a 
certain peg out of the neck of this false head, 
and it would roll to the ground. The device 
was conceived by Master Cimabue; the Italians 
are certainly clever in such tricks. We looked 
for great effect when St. Denis should afterwards 
■toop and pick up his head, and walk away. 
So, though the words were few, I felt they must 
be spoken smoothly. 

Presently Master Ulrich von Lichtenstein came 
in with the Sire de Joinville, and they sat in the 
embrasure of the casement, so that I heard 
their talk. 

" Well," the knight was saying, ** all is in 
readiness for the pageant to-morrow. And it 
is like to dawn a fair day, for, though the even 
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be cool, the days now are u cheerful u patron 
of lovers could ask." 

" Truly, Sir Knight, the spring is earlier 
here in the South than with us above the Lom- 
bards ; that is why we singers love to leave the 
snows and winds of the North, and travel into 
Provence at this season." 

I looked up curiously as this reply was spoken 
by Sir Ulrich. He was a strange figure to look 
upon. Although custoDiably these Germans are 
of a stalwart and rugged aspect, he seemed rather 
to be a strutting gallant grown old sooner than 
he realized. His clothes were such as are worn 
by young gay wooers, and his air was qufuntly 
jaunty, with a spice of the gay devil about it, 
while, in reality, the poor man must have seen 
over sixty summers, and the strut was partly 
caused by that stiffness of joints which often 
accompanies advancing age. His eyes were small, 
and his cheeks fat. There was an attempt at 
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pomp in his bearing, which accorded ill with the 
reckless toss of his head. 

The difference between him and the Sire de 
JoiDTille was marked in manj ways. Tall and 
slender, the warrior, although the older of the 
two, carried himself with dignity and breeding, 
and his face was as regular as if carved in stone. 
One could be sure that he was of gentle blood, 
there was so little pretence. He bowed slightly 
to Sir Uhdch. 

" Surely," he said, " we are to be congratu- 
lated that you are not suited with your climate, 
for it is an honor for us to have you with us 
to-morrow, — you, one of the world's most noted 
lovers — " 

*' Nay, I protest ! " piped the minnesinger. 

" But you cannot contradict it," replied the 
Sire de Joinville, " though your modesty may dis- 
claim the merit of it. The princess acrounts it 
to her great comfort that you are here witli 
your experience, to help her in conducting the 
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Court of Love, which will be held just before 
the contests of the poets. For a uian not versed 
in gallantry makes often grave errors in judg- 
ment, and is do fit adviser in such disputes." 

" You are right, there," said Sir Ulrich, with 
such a pursy, self-satisfied air that Z longed 
to laugh. " A man should know all the intri- 
cacies of the tender passion himself before he 
presume to dictate to others who have less ex- 
perience." 

At this moment a page brought spiced wine, 
and the two men quaffed it while they continued 
speaking. After a long draught, Ulrich von 
Lichtenstein smiled upon his own comfort, mus- 
ing: " Mine has been an eventful life, and it's 
not closed yet 1 " — here he filled his glass again, 
and lifted it high — " Thanks be to gentle St. 
Valentine ! " 

The Sire de Joinville wagged his head. ** Ah, 
the merry saint is responsible for much ! " he 
sud. " I myself am only an old warrior, and 
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know little of the tenderer thiags of the spirit. 
M; heart has been given to mj king." Then 
he looked down, ruminating. " It is true," he 
added, " I hare been married twice — " 

Sir Ulrich curled his lip disdainfully. " Ah, 
but, as you saj, that is not an experience to 
lead you to know much of the tenderer things 
of the spirit," he observed. " War is good in 
its way, — and for those who carry the cross 
of blood into the camp of the infidel, it is doubt- 
less salutary. But for me — give me a lut« 
and a parchment, and a fair lady — the romance 
of it all, without the responsibility. Ah, well," 
he concluded, sipping, " I'm not dead yet, and 
I hope for still more adventures before I lay 
down my pen and my lyre ! " 

He turned and replaced his glass on the table 
at his elbow. 

" Who is the youth who has been decorating 
the abbey for the miracle-play?" he asked. 
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" A charming figure, all in white, and wearing 
a pointed beard? " 

" That," replied the Sire de Joinville, " is the 
artist Cimabue, from Florence," 

" From Florence ! " exclaimed Sir Ulrich. 
" And what brought a painter such a journey? " 

" Charles of Anjou met him in his native city, 
and there became interested in him and his pic- 
tures, — wonderful pictures, he says, with much 
fine blue and gold, — so he invited him to come 
as his guest and view our fair France." 

Sir Ulrich cried, " Now why should a man 
who lives in Florence care to view Fr — " and 
then he stopped, abashed, seeing that his ques- 
tion was a discourtesy. " I crave pardon," he 
added. " To be sure, each country is fascinating 
to those who are not acquaint with it — " Then, 
seeing that he was becoming hopelessly involved, 
against bis will, he laughed, and said, " Suppose 
we leave the subject of France for the moment! 
It has ever been my custom — though espe- 
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dally with the ladies — always to change the 
subject when the theme waxed treacherous!" 
Here the old fellow tittered hke a girl, and the 
Sire de Joinville with difficulty maintained his 
gravity. 

" Speaking of the ladies," continued the Ger- 
man, " I am told that you have a most charming 
poetess here, the Lady Biatriz." 

" Biatriz ! Ay, a young witch ! " said the 
Sin de Joinville, indignantly. " Her wit and 
beauty have won her a more exalted place in the 
world than was intended for her by nature. She 
was bom of humbler stock, and it ill becomes 
her to strut in good company, when she was 
meant for a greater seclusion.** The Sire de 
JoinviUe b a strong believer in the aristocracy ; 
and, like all such, could have no tolerance for 
any person who violated thus the sacred precincts 
of caste. " A woman should not leave her own 
station," he added. " It is a great peril both 
for her and for others ; for she retains the free 
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manners of her class, joined with wit and feat- 
ness; and men careleesly will follow these qual- 
ities, to their let and hindrance. One of the 
nobles hereabouts. Sir Vigraine de Bois, is 
much in lore with this winsome singer; and 
that in itself is a stark scandal, for he should 
bestow his title and lands on some woman of his 
own quality. To recognize such an upStart is 
unfair to well-bred women." 

Sir Ulrich chuckled. " Ah, but men will fol- 
low wit and beautj. Sire de Joinville; and our 
well-bred women are sometimes lacking in that — 
that — what shall I say ? " 

Here the Sire de Joinville rose impatiently. 

" Ah, well," muttered Sir Ulrich, reluming to 
the wine, " I'll e'en leave it unsaid; but I had 
ever a shrewd sympathy with those who rise 
by their wits." 

St. Valentine's Day dawned bright and cool, 
but the sun had warmth enough to tempt the 
merrymakers to wear their gayest attire. 
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Early in the morning I saw Florestane steal 
out into the forest beyond the orchard, and I 
knew that soon Biatriz would be going that way. 
Lady Etienette de Beaucaire (the very one who 
had cried out when she pricked her finger during 
the narrative of the prudent Dariolette) was 
standing on the step as he passed, so he stopped 
and saluted her. She was a very well-looking 
young woman, being swart in color, with eyes 
like coals, and she was built like the goddess 
Juno. She made to detain the troubadour, but, 
after a few courtesies, he excused himself, and 
I saw that she was olTended. 

Now I accounted it a misfortune when I saw 
Sir Vigraine de Bois ride up, and, after alighting 
from his horse, enter the castle ; for I knew that 
he was come to parley with Biatriz, and probably 
to pray her to join him in the procession of the 
Valentines. I was right in my suspicion; in 
a short time I saw him appear again, with the 
maiden walking by him. They came and sat 
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upon the stone parapet. I had always known 
that Biatriz was beautiful, but she had never 
looked so fair as on this day. Her waving short 
hair was crowned by a tall pointed helmt as I 
believe women call the very useless towering hats 
they wear nowadays. Fashion is ever but a 
freak, however, and it must be admitted that 
these long steeples atop do greatly become a 
fair face, and the thin veils hanging from them 
do greatly soften and enhance the grace and 
shape of the wearer. Biatriz wore a gown of 
blue which had in it much green, and was in no 
wise a sharp color; but this gown was only 
visible here and there, for It was in most part 
covered by a straight overgarment of thin white 
silk shot with silver threads, and laced up at the 
sides with silver cords. As she sat there on the 
stone with her long body drawn up defiantly, 
and yet with a witching look in her lips, I felt 
that danger and trouble might be in store for 
my dear young master, for men like the Baron 
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of Bois do not lightly relinquish that on which 
they have set their hearts. 

" I tell you yea, and I tell you nay. Sir 
Vigraine," Biatriz was saying. " Like King 
Richard with the lion's heart, I may somedeal 
play the leopard, and change my mind, — and 
not always do to-day what I thought I would do 
while it was stiU yesterday." 

" It is a reproach and a shame to change one's 
mind lightly," answered Sir Vigraine de Bois. 
" I am weary of heing at the call of your mirth 
and liking — come to-day, and go to-morrow t " 

" Then you are really weary of me," said 
Biatriz, " for that is what I am. If you like 
it not, do but leave me, and we will both be 
the better of it." 

Sir Vigraine looked angry. ** You set much 
store by my affection once, before ever this yap- 
ping troubadour came to court ! " he said, hotly. 
** I have watched him, and I have watched you. 
His life is in love, as the life of a fish is in 
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water. Any channing woman will satisfy him, 
so she but give him encouragement. But he need 
not exult too soon. I will possess you — I can- 
not tear you from my heart." 

" Hey ! But you wax bold now that you fear 
you may fail of your prey ! " cried Biatriz, — 
rashly, I feared. " When you thought that I 
was your humble slave, and waited only for you 
to signify your pleasure, you could find satisfac- 
tion with others occasionally." 

She looked at him reproachfully, and yet 
rather merrily, for her heart was not concerned. 

" Never have I found a true satisfaction, I 
swear you by St. Valentine ! " replied the baron. 
**What counts a few days* dalliance here and 
there?" 

" Ah, Sir Vigraine, I, too, have watched," said 
Bistriz, shaking her head. " But if you think it 
no hurt to go dallying from one to another, talk- 
ing high and low, why should you consider that 
it signifies so much more when I do the same? 
4« 
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Perchance this troubadour of whom jou speak 
is only a passing fancy. What counts a few 
days* dalliance here and there? ** 

She BO counterfeited his manner in these words, 
with her hand set on her hip* that perforce I 
smiled. 

Then she rose to her f eeL 

** I must ask your indulgence, as I have mat- 
ters which I must attend to at once," she said, 
courteously. " You will pardon me for leaving 
you? Here comes the clever young painter from 
Tuscany — he will surely entertain you for a 
space." She extended her hand to him, and 
bade him a courtly farewell, before he had time 
to realize that she had closed their interview, and 
floated olf among the trees as unconcerned as 
though Florestane were not waiting there to clasp 
her to his heart with all the ardor of a lover 
who has waited overlong for his lady. 

Sir Vigrainc looked annoyed, but must fain 
make the best of it. He turned and greeted 
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Master Cimabue. Lady Etienette, who was still 
without, looked darkly after Biatriz, understand- 
ing well where and for what reason she had 
gone. 

The painter returned the salutation of the 
baron with a low obeisance. He was of a grace- 
ful bearing, with a strong face ; he was clothed 
in a suit of white wool, wrought with an em- 
broidery of strange little plants regularly dis- 
posed. His throat was long and pliant, and his 
hood fitted close about his face, and was con- 
tinued in one piece into a collar and short mantle. 
His limbs were slender, and he wore white hose, 
and the same long pointed shoe that is still com- 
mon in France. 

** You are the painter Charles of Anjou spoke 
of," remarked Sir Vigraine. " If you are mak- 
ing any stay in our town, I believe I will call 
upon your taste and skill in carrying out cer- 
tain changes which I think fit to inaugurate 
at mj castle." 
SO 
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" It wiU be an honor to serve you, my lord," 
uid the young man. 

** You can see my towers there beyond the 
forest," added Sir Vigraine. " There is a haU 
there that would be the better for color, and a 
little chapel, which (though seldom used by the 
family at present) would lend itself to a deco- 
ration of — well, — saints, I suppose ; or — 
angels. Are you used to painting angels, 
Signor Cimabue? " 

" I have essayed a few at Assisi, my lord," 
replied the painter, modestly. 

'* Very well, then, we will say angels. And 
when can you work? " 

" I can begin any time after to-morrow, my 
lord," said Cimabue. " I am much occupied 
now with the production of the miracle-play at 
the Abbey Church ; but I am at your service the 
day following." 

" Then I will see you early on that day and 
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give you mj instructions. Will ;ou bring ;our 
colon with you ? " 

" Aye, my lord ; but for gold of the 6ner sort, 
such as you would desire in your chapel, I must 
ask you to direct me to a gold-beater." 

" So the gold must be beaten P " inquired Sir 
Vigraine. 

" Yes, my lord," said Cimabue. " It is ham- 
mered in flat sheets, and then applied and bur- 
nished. There is no metal stretches so under 
the hammer as gold, and among metals there is 
none so fair to the sight, or one that will so 
embellish color and shape." 

Sir Vigraine looked interested. " You are 
right," he remarked, " we must have great plenty 
of gold." 

The artist laid his hand on his heart and 
bowed to the baron. Then he said, coaxingly: 
" What say you if the angels were to be stand- 
ing in a whole background of gold? The very 
atmosphere all about them to be gUded, so that 
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they seem as the angel that the blessed San 
Giovanni saw in his vision, — angek standing 
in the sun? " 

Sir Vigraine caught Ms enthusiasm. ^ That 
would be marvellous effective," he exclaimed; 
and then, hesitating, ** but very costly? " 

The painter shrugged up his shoulders, emd 
said, with his head on one side: ^ My lord, need 
you count the cost? " 

Now this was a right shrewd action on the 
part of Signor Cimabue, for Sir Vigraine de 
Bois loved to glory in his wealth. " No, truly," 
he replied, ** we will have them all in the sun ! " 

The painter was well pleased thereat, and Sir 
Vigraine called for his horse; and, while he 
waited. Lady Etienette de Beaucaire came up to 
speak with him. I knew that she was one of 
those to whom Biatriz had had allusion when she 
twitted him with turning to others. The lady 
looked dangerous on this day, for I fancy that 
she was without a Valentine, having been dis- 
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carded by Sir Vigraine ; and I had seen for some 
time that she would be in favor with Florestane 
if she could. I make no claim to being able to 
read a woman's heart ; but I understood enough 
to know that Biatriz and Florestane had two 
bitter enemies, and, as I stood watching these 
two talking together so confidentially, my heart 
misgave me. 




CHAPTER FOUH 

The Court of Love 

yiO more gallant si^t have I ever witnesaed 
than the motley crowd of folk that were drawn 
up in the pubUc square before the Hotel de Ville 
on that bright St. Valentine's Day. They were 
clad in their best raiment, each after their sta- 
tion, and were gathered to hear the causes pre- 
sented to the Court of Love. 

The Princess Melicendra, as became her dig- 
nity, was seated on a throne of gold richly di^t 
with blazonry and the arms of her royal house 
with those of the state, and hung about with 
divers pennons and banners. At her feet, but 
also raised above the crowd, were assembled the 
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ladies of the court, and near them on either side 
the knights, squires, and courtiers. From the 
windowa of the Hotel de Ville and the bouses in 
the open place were draped festoons of many 
colored flags, and gay clothes and trappings 
were hung forth upon lines across the street. 
The princess was very beautiful, and presided 
with majesty, her stately head crowned by a 
curved bonnet with two high horns, adorned with 
a shimmering veil. Her robe was of crimson 
and minever, and girt with a high gold«i girdle 
of wrought chains. 

Those who stood in the crowd below were talk- 
ing all together, and remarking upon the clothes 
of the others, or wondering which maid and youth 
would walk together in the pageant of the Val- 
entines, when every man must choose his mate 
for the year to come, and escort her wherever 
she has desire to go. For my part, I stood with 
Signor Cimabue, having no maiden in my eye, 
nor wishing to be plighted in this maimer; and 
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I was much interested to hear the painter's com- 
ments upon the doings. 

At last the Sire de Joinville, being the oldest 
knight in the company, rose and stepped for- 
ward, raising his hand for silence. Instantly 
all talk ceased, and the people looked to him. 

" Knights and ladies — poets and artists," 
said the Sire de Joinville, " we are here gathered 
to submit certain vexed questions in gallantry 
to the judgment of our princess and her chosen 
followers, who are to hold this Court of Infor- 
mation in Love." 

He stood such a noble, towering presence that 
much applause and cheering followed his in- 
troduction. Again he raised his hand, and again 
there was silence. 

" There are three cases to come before us 
to^y," he resumed ; " and I will leave the con- 
duct .of their examination to our illustrious vis- 
itor, the singer Ulrich von Lichtensteln." 

And Sir Ulrich, masterfully arrayed in orange 
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and green velvet, stood out before the people 
while they cheered again. Then he called out 
in his pompous voice, and mightily pleased with 
himself : " That there be no more delay, I call 
upon the first cause that is upon our rolls." He 
took a large roll of vellum and held it spread 
before him by means of a stick that was at the 
top of the roll. " The Lady Rosalind de Gas- 
coigne and the most noble Baron Hugh de 
Trompfe." 

There was a movement in the crowd, and near 
by us there passed these two persons called. Lady 
Roealind was a slight, frail figure, but Baron 
Hugh, in spite of his larger frame, looked less 
strong and determined than she did when he 
stood up before the princess and the many eyes 
that were looking upon him. 

*' Are there pleaders for these twain? ** asked 
Sir Ulrich. 

The Princess Melicendra rose to her feet, and 
took a atep forward. " Nay," she said, ** in 
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accordance with the rules of our court, thej are 
to plead their own causes. In cases of delicate 
feeling no third person can present the esse 
so that I may judge impartially." Then she 
turned to the two who were there standing. 
" Lady Rosalind," she said, " what complaint 
have you to urge against the man who has long 
been your devoted servant and cavalier? " 

Lady Rosalind lifted her head, but her voice 
trembled. " Gracious sovereign and ladies of 
the Court," she said, shyly, " my complaint is 
in this wise. Whereas formerly my lover was 
gay and joyous, now all is changed. He is 
become dreamy and melancholy. If I speak to 
him, he ponders long before giving a reply. He 
is hot when it is cold, and cold when it is hot. 
I know not whether he wearies of love, or if it 
be some other malady." 

" We will hear his defence,** replied the prin- 
cess. 

** Fair lady ! " cried Baron Hugh, " in the 
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service of Love pain and joy must needs plaj 
their part ; a loyal lover must sometimes be sor- 
rowful. But since these things are not compre- 
hended by my most gracious lady, perchance it 
were well to abandon lore ere it abandon us." 

The princess could not restrain a look of dis- 
approval. 

" Love does not play one such freaks," she 
said, severely ; " he is never disloyal unless he 
is met with coldness." 

" Ah, princess," exclaimed Lady Rosalind, 
" there is no coldness on my part ; it is he who 
is changed." 

" Perchance a little coldness would inspire him 
to warmth, since you say that this is one of the 
symptoms of his malady," said the princess, 
smiling. 

Baron Hugh had perforce to defend his lady 
at this. 

** Ah, princess," he said, " she is an angel. It 
is the remembrance of my own follies and un- 
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worthiness that is weighing me down; I am no 
fit lover for such a saint ! " 

The princess drew her pretty brows up high. 
^^Ah, this is a case of conscience," she said. 
** They must be dealt with in a differing way 
each time ! Yet," turning to Ulrich, *' I would 
fain hear a precedent for so strange a case." 

" Gracious lady," said Sir Ulrich, with a deep 
reverence, " I have a record of such a case." 
Then he turned to a squire who carried certain 
parchment tomes, and exchanged a few words 
with him in an undertone. One of the books 
was opened, and Sir Ulrich spoke again with the 
squire. Then, with a slight look of disappoint- 
ment, he observed : " No ; that was a case of 
the lady's conscience being sensitive — a most 
unusual case; but not to the point. But I 
have some remembrance of the case to which I 
referred — and the countess, I recall, ordered a 
hot bath and a roasted peacock, together with 
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a certain sparkling wine — and the cure was 
complete." 

The princess bowed, and thanked Sir Uhich 
for his memorj. " I think I have now wit to 
judge this caae," she said. " I paas sentence on 
you. Baron Hugh." Then Sir Hugh went on his 
knee before her, and Signor Cimabue whispered 
me to note how well the folds of his mantle fell. 
Princess Meliceadra continued : " You shall go 
oa a pilgrimage barefoot to Poitiers, where you 
will find a shrine to the memory of a youth who, 
from giving way to his sensitive conscience, re- 
pented him to death for his sins. You shall pause 
before a pillar which stands in this shrine, and 
contemplate it, and watch the many pilgrims who 
go there daily. When you have made this pil- 
grimage and prayed at this shrine for half a 
moon, you will be convinced, unless my judgment 
is in error, that your sins are expiated, and you 
will return with great zest to this fur lady, who 
will await ywi." 
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At this Sir Ulrich von Lichtenstein si^ed, and 
said : '* Aj, well do I remember this shrine ! In 
a grotto is a monument bearing a rose-bush with 
a heart in the centre. You cannot fail to be 
helped. Many unhapp; lovers are constantlj to 
be seen there." 

Baron Hugh bowed his head low, and "ssid : 
" I will do as X am bidden, and bow in tdien of 
submission to this court." 

At this moment the troubadour maid turned 
and whispered to Lad; Ursula de Saint Prf, who 
stood near her. This ladj not quite comprehend- 
ing, was heard to utter a sort of questioning 
sound, and Biatriz repeated her words; where- 
upon the I^dy Ursula exclaimed, straight: 
" That is a noble conceit ! " and both laughed 
merrily. The princess heard them. 

" What says the troubadour maid P " she 
queried. ** Has she anything to addP A verse 
to grace the occasionP " 
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" No, Highness," said Biatriz, confused, 
" nothing so important." 

" Let us hear what jou said, Biatriz," said the 
princess, " for evident!; it has amused the Lady 
de Saint Prf!" 

" Ah, princess," quoth Biatriz, blushing, ** I 
only Tentured that perhaps it would be no hin- 
drance to the baron's recovery if the Lady Rosa- 
lind should join him on that same pilgrimage, 
— say some six days later, — just that she mi^t 
see if his conscience were being featly healed.** 

At this many people laughed, and the feeling 
ran in favor of this idea of the troubadour nuiid. 

" Lady Rosalind," said the princess, smiling, 
" the court adjudges you six days of mourning, 
after which you are to fallow yoiu: lover, — but 
not barefoot, and in your most alluring guise.'* 

Lady Rosalind appeared to be satisfied, and 
withdrew, while the crowd applauded loudly the 
princess*s decision. 

Sir Ulrich then unrolled his scn^ ag&in, and 
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announced that the next case to be decided by 
royal verdict was that of the good man of law. 
Master Gaspard Maldroit, who had a complaint 
to urge against the Lady Ursula de Saint Fr£. 
The lady looked greatly annoyed, for evidently 
she did not know that Master Gaspard would 
have made the matter public. But Master Gas- 
pard stepped out at once, saying : " I am ready." 

" Grood Master Gaspard, what have you to 
say against this virtuous lady? " asked the prin- 
cess, and I think she was also annoyed, for Lady 
Ursula is always in high favor at court. 

** Fair princess," replied the man of law, ** in- 
deed a cry of woe. It is now two years since 
I have been dying with languishment on her ac- 
count. But she has treated my suit with con- 
tempt — I have no favors to boast of. It seems 
that I have been bom under such a moon that 
I am never to be loved by any woman." (At this 
Signor Cimabue muttered : *' And what should 
he expect, with so sorry a build and so sour a 
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countenanceP ") Master Gaspard added : "The 
lady of my devotion has indeed openly declared 
that she lores another." 

The Princess Melicendra looked at the pleader 
with scorn too plain in her face for an impartial 
judge, I thought " It seems to me," said she, 
*' that you ought then to have considered the 
case as hopeless, and not take our time with to 
barren a cause." 

" Ah, beauteous lady," said Master Maldroit, 
" but you have not yet heard me to the end. So 
long as I had one drop of comfort left me of 
any hope, I would not despair. Knowing that 
a feeling lasts not long in a woman's heart — " 

Such a murmuring went up, at this, from the 
women in the crowd, that Sir Ulrich was obliged 
to call for order. 

" Peace, friends," cried the princess, " the 
plaintiff has seen much sorrow, and must be lis- 
tened to with patience." 

Master Gaspard bowed low. ** Your Highness 
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is just and merciful," he said. '* I should indeed 
have had scant hope, but for one singular fact — 
I had induced the Lad; Ursula to promise me 
that if she should ever lose the lover whom she 
preferred, she would in that case turn to me." 

Here the Lady Ursula, in weariness, said to 
Biatriz : " Oh, and he believed it ! " 

Then Biatriz cried out : ** Well, Master Gas- 
pard, and is the lover dead? " 

The man of law turned and looked upon the 
troubadour maid with interest. " I thank the 
maid for that word," he said. " Dead ! Yes — 
it helps to give color to what I have to say. As 
a man — as a human being — he is indeed much 
alive. But as a lover — he is dead. Yes, I re- 
peat it, he is dead, as a lover, by all the acknowl- 
edged laws of the tender passion — for he is her 
husband.^ 

At this there was a great sensation ran all 
among the people. The princess looked quite 
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angry. " Sir, jou are trifling with this court*" 
she exclaimed. 

The Sire de JoinviUe here rose in great indig- 
nation. He inquired of Master Maldroit, " Sir, 
have you reference to my respected friend, the 
honored knight, the Sire de Saint Pr6? " 

" Even he," replied Gospard. " Your pa- 
tieace, priacesa. If you will ask your adviser 
here," indicating Sir Ulrich, who looked upon 
him fiercely, " to apply to the volume which has 
in it the records of the famous cases of Love in 
Court, you will he convinced that I am right.** 

" Indeed, Master Lawyer," said Sir Ulrich, 
" I will e'en leave it to you to find such evidence 
in the volume." And he handed the book to 
the pleader. 

Master Maldroit turned the pages with a 
skilled hand, as one who was accustomed to look 
often for facts in books. 

" This," he announced, " is the decision of 
the Countess of Champagne in the month of 
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April in the jear of our Lord one thousand one 
hundred seventy and four." 

" Oh, what learning! ** cried Biatriz. '* Com- 
mend me to a man of law for getting one into 
trouble ! " 

" On this occasion," restuned Master Maldroit, 
** the question before the court was, * Can real 
love exist between married people? ' And I will 
read the conclusion of the couri^ ' After due 
considering the countess pronotmced judgment 
as follows : " We declare agreeably to the general 
opinion of this court, that love cannot exercise 
its powers on married people." ' " 

Princess Melicendra's face betrayed her sui^ 
prise, and, not being prepared for such an argu- 
ment, she seated herself, and seemed undecided 
how to answer. The man of law pursued his 
advantage. 

" Does our charming princess consider herself 
authorized to controvert the verdict of so noted 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 



a judge as the Countess of Champagne? " be 
asked, with much satisfactioit. 

The princess rose again to her feet, but spoke 
haltingly. " I have great marvel thereof, and 
I cannot agree to do after this rule." 

Master Maldroit thought that he saw his cause 
going as he wished. " This case having been so 
long incorporate among the laws of the Courts 
of Love," he said, with confidence, " is a recog- 
nized rule which knows no variation. I therefore 
claim that Ladj Ursula has lost her lover, and 
that her promise to me is now binding." 

Then Ulrich von Uchtenstein rose in his wrath. 
" Tou ma; have the law on your side,'* he cried, 
** but be it said to your reproach, this is a rif^t 
guileful and malicious use of your rights. Is the 
Lady Ursula present to answer for herself? " 

Lady Ursula shrank back among the people, 
looking distressed, as a lady is ever put to con- 
fusion when colled upon to bandy words with a 
vulgar soul. At this mmncnt, howerer, a taD 
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Crusader stepped out of the throng. He wore 
hiB sword, and the long white tunic with the red 
cross. 

'* Although she is present," he said, quietly, 
" her husband and lover prefers to answer for 
her." 

Then was the cheering high, for all recognized 
the Sire de Saint Pr£, a most gallant knight and 
gentleman, and the sympathy of every man and 
maid was with him. 

Gaspard did not seem to see that the argument 
was slipping away from him. " Ah, the hus- 
band is here," he said. " Now, if better proof 
were wanting, Mr. Ulrich Lichen-what-ye-be- 
called, listen to the fifteenth law of the Court of 
Love." And he looked bravely about, proud in 
his own conceit, imagining vainly that all people 
thought as much of technical points of law as 
he did. ** The law says, ' Every lover is accus- 
tomed to grow pale at the sight of his lady- 
love.* There, gainsay me this point if you will! 
7> 
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Look at the Sire de Saint Pr£! He turns his 
eyes directly torard the lady, but — is he pale? 
Does the bronze that has coated his visage in his 
Turkish wan fade at the vision of her loveli- 
ness?** 

Biatriz broke into a full laugh. " Tou had 
best choose another example and argument," she 
cried, " for you are as red as glowing embers 
yourself ! ** 

Everybody was now laughing at the poor man 
of law, who saw that he had not proved his point, 
and was therefore wroth. He was about to close 
the book, when the Sire de Saint Pr£ spoke again 
in his measured voice. 

" Before you put away the records. Master 
Maldroit," he said, " may I ask that you will 
read the eighth law of the Court of Love? ** 

**The eighth law?** said Master Gaspard. 
" Cerles." And after a moment's examination of 
the book, be read aloud : ** ' No <Hie when once a 
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lover can be deprived of his title without a very 
good reason indeed.' " 

The Sire de Saint Pr6 was silent for a minute. 
Then he said, ^* Does the assembled court con- 
sider that a sufficiently good reason has been 
quoted why I, who have loved this lady much 
longer than the plamtiff, should resign my 
right? " 

Then were cries heard on all sides, ^^ No reason 
at all ! '* " The lover is the husband ! " and such 
like exclamations, until I thought that Master 
Maldroit would have to retire in shame. 

** You see others can quote laws,*' said the Sire 
de Saint Pre, when the excitement had quieted 
again ; " if you still care to persist in your 
empty claims, you and I will argne the case with 
other weapons." 

At this he drew his huge sword partly out 
of its sheath, and Gaspard quailed shrewdly, so 
that many people laughed. The princess called 
for order, and said, ^^The persons concerned 
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in this case have such just and Buffident oppor- 
tunit; of proving the strength of their claims, 
that I feel that it is not legally a cause for our 
court to settle, and therefore choose to dismiss 
it" 

Then you should have heard the ringing of 
voices, as they shouted their approval of what 
the princess said, and Master Maldroit will nev^ 
come before another Court of Love, I dare 
swear. It took him but a moment to reach the 
outskirts of the crowd, and no one saw him after 
that 

And to still the shouting, Biatriz rose. Being 
a poet, she was always listened to when she stood 
up to speak to the people. There was silence 
presently, and she cried out, exultantly, " Ah, 
you see, gentles, there is a law above laws ! The 
time will come, I prophesy, when laws will be 
made anew; as to all the laws that are obeyed 
even now, they could be writ upon a bit of parch- 
ment no larger than the thumb of my glove. Ah, 
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my frieocU, lavs are of man's making, and may 
be changed b; man's will ; but law the Supreme^ 
law that governs the hearts and souls of men — 
is from aboTe. It is as unchangeable as the 
Heavens that made it. And this law is to be 
found in the hearts of all true lovers." 

The Sire de Joinville did not join in the ap- 
plause that followed her words. He only mut- 
tered to himself : *' Too outspoken for her sex ! 
Women should be more modest ! " 

Then it was necessary for the trumpeters to 
proclaim silence, for the longer the people 
thought of the words of the maiden, the more 
they chose to acknowledge the truth of them by 
shouting and beating their hands together. 
After a moment a strange figure stepped out. 
This was no other than the sister of Sir Vigraine 
de Bois, the Lady Eugenie. She was full stricken 
in years for a maiden, and was grown heavy 
about the girdle; but she seemed not to know 
tlus, and, to her damage, she was arrayed in 
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a bright dress of violet, with enmne in cuiring 
lines, making her look more ungoinlj than was 
needful (though it would hare been difficult to 
improve her much). Her face was fat, with full 
red cheeks ; but there had once been a day when 
she had had a fair visage, and it was impossible 
for her to allow age to make its inroads unchal- 
lenged; BO she spoke with the affected air of 
vanity which is often assumed by very young 
maidens, and put her head often on one side, 
looking down, and tittering her apologies as she 
began to state her cause. 

** I come unattended, your Highness," she 
said, ** alone — as I have lived all these years. 
And yet, unprotected virgin though I be, I have 
a claim on the attention of the Court of Love." 

She set up a simpering, and the princess had 
dimples at the comers of her mouth as she re- 
plied, ** State your case. Lady Eugenie, and you 
■hall have respect, and justice, if it be in our 
power.** 
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** Your Majesty is most gracious," replied the 
elderly virgin. ^^ Know then, princess, and ladies 
of this court, that Eugenie de Bois had no in- 
tention of being still a maid to-day. No ; unfore- 
seen and unsought circumstances have conspired 
to make me what I am. I had a lover — a 
knight; one ready at all times to risk his life 
in a good cause, and of a noble courage and an 
abiding "faith, exceeding stalwart and brave." 

Now it may be urged that these words were 
not skilfully chosen, but that was no reason why 
a rude boor in the crowd should have cried out, 
" He needed to be ! " 

Instantly Sir Ulrich was roused to anger. 
•* Silence ! Dl-bred hyena ! " he exclaimed. ** To 
interrupt a lady ! " and he raged away for some 
moments. 

Lady Eugenie looked about smiling. ^ Did 
some one speak?" she asked. "Pardon, prin- 
cess, but the delicacy of my organs of hearing is 
somewhat impaired by — by — but this is aside 
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from the point. To return to my brave lover. 
He was summoned to the East. He went with 
protestations of undying love and a speedy re- 
turn. But, alas! Two years and three moons 
have passed and I have heard no word from him ! 
I fear me that the cruel Turk has wrenched from 
him the flower of his existence ! " Here the poor 
lady fell to sobbing, and her great head-dress 
was like to be jerked off, so that I almost pre- 
pared myself to spring to her assistance if it 
should be necessary to restore it. 

Sir Ulrich looked at her with much sympathy. 
" Poor lady," he murmured. And the princess 
tried to comfort her, and urged her to try and 
restrain her grief so that she might the more 
clearly state her woe; else the court mif^t not 
know how to act. 

" It must be that sane accident has adven- 
tured,** sobbed Lady Eugenie, " for he had no 
reason to complain of me. I was ever at his 
side, decked in gay and seemly clothes, comfort- 
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ing him with songs. He could have had no reason 
for deserting me. Yet, if he still lives " — here 
she dried her eyes, and spoke with more deter- 
mination — ** he has certainly no intention of 
returning, for some reason known only to his own 
villain heart." These last words were spoken 
in so fierce a tone that it was easy to see that 
her feelings had undergone a shrewd change as 
she thought of his unfaithfulness. 

** What would you have me do? '• she asked. 
^ My question before the court is, how long am 
I to be bound by my vows if he vouchsafe no 
sign after having done me all this annoyance? " 

" Verily, there must be a limit," said the prin- 



** Your Majesty is quite right," said Sir Ul- 
rich, with alacrity. '* The Laws of Love call 
for only two years of mourning, and then the 
sufferer, with full permission of any court, may 
engage herself in a new attachment." 

He spoke so eagerly that many persons smiled. 
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It was evident that the minnesinger admired the 
buxom charms of Lady Eugenie. 

Lady Eugenie was wreathed in smiles. ^ Oh, 
as to a new attachment, that is hardly the pith 
of my contention," she gurgled, ^ although I 
must confess that I should like to feel that I 
have a right, after all the years of waiting and 
watching, to console myself should the occasion 

* 99 

anse.' 

Sir Ulrich was still tiptoeing about to express 
himself, and would not wait until the princess 
answered. ^^ That would be entirely legal, please 
your Highness," he said, '* since the absent lover 
has given his mistress no sign to bring her out 
of this dolorous plight." 

" Then I pass sentence," said the Princess 

Melicendra. " Lady Eugenie, you are quit of all 

concern for your absent lover, and you have the 

best wishes of the court on this Valentine's Day^ 

that you may immediately replace him." 

The good lady was bowing her recognition of 
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the clemency of the court, and retired into the 
crowd again. Sir Uhrich, however, followed her 
with his eyes, and there seemed to be a subtle 
understanding between them. 

At the moment there was a commotion amongst 
the multitude, men trying to push this way and 
that, and women exclaiming because they were 
buffetedx without intention. At last a tall form 
seemed to loom up above the rest, and Sir 
Vigraine de Bois arrived at the feet of the prin- 
cess. He did not stand there, however, but strode 
up to the troubadour maid, Biatriz, and dragged 
her rudely forward with him. Then he began 
to speak in a loud and excited voice. 

** This case is not to be found on your Honor's 
roll,*' he cried to Sir Ulrich, who looked aghast 
at his proceeding, '* but is a case beyond ordi- 
nary law. We must e'en ask it as a favor and 
mercy that you hear us, disorderly as such a 
request may be, and that the most excellent lady 
will pass sentence on us as is meet. Though I 
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well know, ^acious lady, that we have no d&im 
upon this court, not being enrolled among those 
to be heard this da;, yet we beg it of you — 
we throw ourselves upon your courtesy — as it 
were, we cry sanctuary in the Court of Love!" 

Sir Ulrich was much annoyed. ** This is with- 
out precedent," he said, stiffly. 

The princess looked from one to the other, and 
perchance her curiosity prevailed over any other 
feeling that she may have had, as she replied: 
" Nevertheless, it pleases me to hear what this 
urgent matter may be. Sir Vigraine de Bois, I 
will consider your petition. You shall have 
sanctuary in the Court of Love." 

** Know, then, most excellent princess," began 
Sir Vigraine, " what a false spirit you are pro- 
tecting in your town. My heart is sore grieved ; 
this maiden, to whom I have long offered my 
devotion, has played me false. But, after lead- 
ing me to hope, she has cast me down, and I 
demand justice." 
81 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

" Biatriz," said the princess, " what have you 
to say in your defence P " 

" Your Highness," answered Biatriz, her color 
rising as she realized the position in which she 
was placed, " I have never made any pronuse to 
Sir Vigraine de Bois, and I do not consider my- 
self bound to him by any ties." 

" Sir Vigraine, do you consider that this 
maiden has given you a promise P " 

Sir Vigraine looked discomfited somedeal. 
" The maid is passing witty in craft," he stam- 
mered. " She is well ware what she says. In 
actual words I cannot say that a promise has 
been given ; but in the subtle ways of women she 
is well versed, and many hints have been given 
that all should be as I wished." 

" What has been the nature of these hints? " 
inquired the princess. " Biatriz, have you led 
Sir Vigraine to suppose that you entertained 
an affection for him? " 

The maiden raised her shoulders and smiled, 
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as she answered : ^^ I was brought up, my ladjy 
to be civil to those in higher rank than my own, 
and to please them in word and deed when the 
conveniency should arise." 

** You do not seem inclined to please him any 
longer," said the princess. 

** N09 Highness," admitted Biatriz, sweetly, 
*^ for he demands more than I had ever intended." 

Sir Vigraine was angry, for he felt that the 
maid was playing upon him with her wit before 
the assembled throng. ^^ And I have wasted my 
time on her ! " he exclaimed, " and my money, 
too, in having fair copies made of her verses ! " 

Biatriz looked at him somewhat scornfully, 
replying, with dignity, " Pardon, my lord, but 
these are the usual favors shown by a patron to 
a poor poet, and I have never aspired to be any- 
thing else." 

" A poor poet ! " cried the baron, in indig- 
nation. " Ah, your Highness, now we come at 
the true secret! It is another poor poet who 
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is complicating the situation. Am I to be thrust 
aside for a chit of a boy, who has the love-luck 
to be of fair and good countenance and pliant 
of disposition of body, — a poet like herself! 
It is only on account of their nighness to each 
other here at court that she has become so cool 
toward me. If he had never wended hither, she 
cannot deny that she would have been mine." 

Biatriz sighed. " Perchance," she murmured, 
" but he did wend hither." 

** Sir Vigraine," asked the princess, " can you 
claim that you were the lover of this maiden 
before this rival appeared? " 

" I was received right fairly — it needed but 
time," answered he. 

The princess turned severely to the trouba- 
dour maid. ^^ Had you encouraged this gentle 
to suppose that you would love him in return ? " 

And now Biatriz, being but human, and doubt- 
less knowing that she had trifled a little with the 
feelings of Sir Vigraine (for there was much 
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of the witch in her dispoeition), replied, "Oh, 
jour Highness, words lightly spoken ma; not be 
kept nor saved! I cannot recall exactly what 
m; tongue ma; have uttered, but m; heart was 
never his. We women of France," she went on, 
seeing that in spite of the emptiness of her 
defence there was sympathy for her among the 
listeners, " cannot be ever dwelling upon the con- 
sequence of each word; a maid is at scant ad- 
vantage when a man is daily appealing to her 
vanity and her ambition. I never intended more 
than amusement for both. I am sorry that my 
words were taken more seriously than they were 
purposed; but I am neither very old nor very 
wise, and may make mistakes, as others do." 

Then the princess, although she knew well the 
answer to her question, was fain to ask, ** And 
who is your rival? " 

At that Florestane, looking like a young god 
of beauty, stepped out, and fell upon one knee 
before the throne. The people cried on high, 
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" Oh, the noble youth " The air was rent with 
their accIomatioDS, for there iB do argument, aay 
what you will, like a noble presence and a beauti- 
ful body. 

Then Florestane rose to speak, and there was 
hushed excitement all about. 

" I salute you, gracious princess and ladies of 
the court,*' he said, " and express my thanks for 
your courtesy in extending your consideration 
to the loves of two poor poets." 

This was uttered firmly, and in contrast made 
the case seem to be his instead of the baron's. 
Although the people said nothing, one could tell 
that they were with him, from the slight move- 
ments and craning of their necks, and the ex- 
pressions of their faces. 

" This is my plea," said Florestane, simply. 
** When I lived in my native town of lies Baux, 
I used ever to attend the festivals held there at 
the castle, and to listen to the songs which were 
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sung in competition ; and it was not long before 
Z learned whose were the best love-songa in all 
France. I asked the jongleur who sang them 
who it was who had so interlaced sense with 
rhyme in such a way, and he told me her name. 
Straight my heart warmed toward this maiden, 
and I listened to her songs, and found that one 
secret of their success was that they had an equal 
share of wisdom and folly — for too much wis- 
dom stands in the way of a poet. And I cried to 
myself, * I cannot thus endure ! I must go to the 
maiden, and see if it is possible that she, who is 
the darling of princes and barons, should vouch- 
safe her love to one so humble.' And I trav- 
elled day and night and came here, gracious prin- 
cess, to find that I had long been the subject of 
Biatriz's interest, and that her poet's heart rec- 
ognized in me a kinship." 

" Then Biatriz has confessed her love for 
you P ** asked the princess, really glad on her 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

own account to be certain of these facts, which 
she had long suspected. 

Biatriz, taking courage from Florestane, cried, 
" She is no longer woman who resists the im- 
pulses of her heart ! And my whole heart went 
out to this poet, and we love each other ! " 

All playfulness and lightness were gone from 
Biatriz. She was a woman confessing a great 
passion, and as such she was glorified, and lifted 
the people with her, until they shouted for her 
and Florestane, and it became evident that Sir 
Vigraine would no longer be able to hold his 
position. Then there stood forth the Sire de 
Joinville. 

" Noble princess," said the old knight, ** I feel 
that the whole court assembled would plead for 
these young lovers so admirably mated and 
adapted to each other by calling and station. 
May I suggest that your Highness shall award 
the verdict according to the tried testimony of 
the majority?" 
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" I accept your suggestion, Sire de Joinville," 
said the princess ; " when I drop my glove, I 
shall ask for testimony on the part of this multi- 
tude. All those who feel that the lores of Biatriz 
and Florestane should prosper, are to signify 
their assent by loud acclaim." 

And when the glove fell, the cries surpassed 
alt that had gone before. The names of the two 
lovers were called aloud, and people beat their 
liands together, and children were lifted up 
above their elders that they might see the fairest 
sight that can gladden human hearts, — and the 
men threw their caps into the air, and there was 
no longer room for doubt what their verdict was. 

The princess spoke when there was occasion 
for her to be heard. ** I pass sentence upon this 
case. Sir Vigraine de Bois must resign his 
claim in favor of the singer." 

Sir Vigraine strode off, exclaiming, ** This is 
sentimental folly ! " 
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Floreetane looked after him, and said, rather 
low, but BO that many heard him, "There are 
places where folly will help you more than wis- 
dom !" 




CHAPTER FIVE 

How a Great Danger Threatens at the Featt 

yS OW, for my part, I was far from rejoiciDg 
with the unthinking. It seemed at first as if 
things had adventured nobly, and as if our 
lovers had now attained all that they had long 
ardently desired. But my joy was more tem- 
perate in quality and quantity. For I have not 
lived all my life without learning that when a 
man like Sir Vigraine de Bois is defeated openly 
before many people, he will soon make occasion 
to appear before them in triumph, be the means 
fair or foul. And his triumph in this case must 
mean trouble for Biatriz and Florestane. So 
my mind was alert, watching to see what he 
would do to advance his cause at their expense. 
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The Valentine procession went to the Hotel 
de Ville after the Court of Love, and there the 
Poets' Contest was held. Both Biatriz and Flo- 
restane were received with plaudits, and wreaths 
and garlands were bestowed upon them. They 
were carried in triumph from the Hotel de Ville 
on the shoulders of the people. As they came 
down the street that is set in steps beneath the 
irregular arches which join house to house, Si- 
gnor Cimabue bade me mark what a fine display 
of color and form they were against the gray 
stone. At all the windows above showed the heads 
of women and children, so that the scene was mot- 
ley and like to remain in one's remembrance. At a 
certain open space they halted, and the princess 
called for silence, and then Master Ulrich von 
Lichtenstein mounted upon the curb of a stone 
well that stood in the midst, crying out that they 
would wend now to the Abbey Church, and that 
Florestane would there be betrothed to Biatriz, 
that he might be publicly recognized as the 
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chevalier and vassal of this his soveragn lady. 
The procession psased on through the narrower 
streets out of the gate of the town until it came 
to the abbej. 

Vespers were just about to be^n in the stal- 
wart little church builded in so heavy a, way 
that it might serve as fortress and protection 
when the Algerine pirates and oth^ invaders 
made it necessary for the persons living on the 
marches to fly to it for safety. As we entered 
the door, we saw the gleam of tapers on the altar, 
and the shadows were beginning to define the 
tall round arches with their heavy piers, which 
were laid in courses of square stones. These 
piers supported, beside the main arcade, a gal- 
lery in the triforium, which additional openings 
lent lightness to the side walls, and led agreeably 
to the flat curving groinings in the stone roof. 
On the capitals of the columns were carved many 
strange beasts and other devices which showed 
weirdlv in the candle-Ught. Biatriz and Florea- 
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tane went up to the steps of the altar, and one 
of the friars came to affiance them each to other. 

" Place your hands within those of the lady," 
he said to Florestane. Florestane knelt at the 
maiden's feet. Biatrix extended her hands and 
clasped them over Florestane's, loolcing fearlessly 
into his eyes, with no shrinking such as man; 
brides choose to display. I think the Sire dc 
Joinrille thought her overbold, but Sir Ulrich 
muttered: " This girl has mettle and strength." 

(I noticed that Sir Ulrich and the Lady Eu- 
genie de Bois had marched together in the Val- 
entine procession, which meant that she was 
already consoled for her faithless lover. ) 

The friar proceeded with the simple ceremony. 
" It is now the part of the chevalier," he said, 
** to swear faithfully that he will serve this lady 
till death, devoting himself entirely to her, pro- 
tecting her by every means in his power against 
harm and insult. Do ye swear this? " 

And clear and firm there rang out these words 
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from the troubadour : " By St. Valmtine I swear 

it." 

Then said the friar to Biatriz, " It is your 
duty aa his sovereign lady, that you declare your 
willingness to receive his services, pledging him 
the tenderest aflfections of your heart. Will you 
make and perform this promise? " 

And Biatriz's face was as though she were in- 
spired as she answered, " Ay, verily, with my 
heart and soul." 

" Then as a pledge," resumed the friar, " you 
should give the chevalier a ring or other token." 

Biatriz took a broad wrought bracelet from 
ber arm. 

" This token do I give thee," she said, ** that 
thou may'st hereafter be recognized as my most 
faithful knight." 

Florestane regarded her with joy. 

" Come weal or woe," he murmured, ** this 
token shall never leave me but with my life." 

Biatriz raised him, and tbey ezdianged a kiss 
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before all witnesses. Then all who were present 
fell upon their knees, and the friar's voice echoed 
through the stone vaults. ^^ Seeing now that 
Biatriz and Florestane are affianced, these bonds 
can never be severed save by Holy Church. Be 
ye therefore true each to the other.'* 

The crowd left the church much sobered, for 
they felt that they had witnessed a holy sight. 
The Lady Eugenie was in tears. I saw that 
Sir Ulrich was saying somewhat in a low voice 
which seemed to be comforting her, and I pur- 
posely drew near to see if I might satisfy a 
mean curiosity — the which is deplorable, but 
withal in human nature. I did not hear his 
words, but I heard her reply. It was enough. 
"Oh, Master Ulrich," she whispered, with a 
timid little catching laugh, " you — a great 
singer — to condescend to a simple rustic maiden 
like me ! " I was glad to hear no more. 

That night was great revelry at the castle. 
The tables were laid in the great hall, and all 
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the guests made merry. Od the tiled floor were 
spread Saracen rugs which the prince had 
brought with him as spoils from the wars of 
former years. The firelight gleamed upon the 
tapestries which adorned the walls, and the 
dressers were laden with crystal and gold. We 
minstrels cheered the guests with songs and pipes 
and other music, and I was many times ahle to 
hear bits of the talk as it sped from one to other 
at the board. Biatriz and Florestane were prin- 
cipal guests in honor, seated near the prince and 
princess. Sir Vigraine de Bois was not at the 
feast, but his sister was with Sir Ulrich, and the 
twain were as one, looking into each other's eyes 
and seeming to forget all else. I heard the 
minnesinger say, " Good clothes are becoming to 
beautiful women ; and it is my foolish masculine 
opinion that a man should take pleasure in dress- 
ing a woman well, since he should hold his wife 
as his own body." At which Lady Eugenie 
sighed, and murmured, **A happy woman will 
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be your wife ! " Sir Ulrich gave her a gracious 
smile, but he added no more words on that sub- 
ject ; and it was as well, for I happened to know 
that his patient wife was still alive. It was 
piteous to see Lady Eugenie thus rejoicing, and 
to know that the old sinner would soon be de- 
serting her. But such is the lot of maids who 
live too long single. Sir Ulrich reached forward 
and took an oaken inplement to crack some wal- 
nuts, and began whispering, and I heard no more. 
The princess sat in the centre of the bench 
at the chief table — the one near which we singers 
were stationed — and was very beautiful in white 
and silver cunningly designed with pearls to 
define the pattern of large square crosses down 
the front. On the table on either side of her 
were crystal dishes of fresh violets. In the centre 
was a gilded platter of boar's meat, and a pasty 
of venison stood at one end, while a peacock 
was being served at the other. Glass trays with 
green shoots in them stood here and there, with 
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jars of lettuce; a large dish of wrought braw 
held wahiuts. The lords and knights were at 
this table. Each had a drinking-cup of silver, 
while a smaller cup of gold inlaid with enamel 
was offered to each lady. These cups were gifts 
from the princess to her more honored guests, 
that the da; might be had in remembrance. The 
princess was leaning forward to hear the conver- 
sation between the Sire de Joinville and the Sire 
de Saint Pr£. She had ever a shrewd interest 
in tales of the crusades, where her father had 
yielded his life. The Sire de Saint Pr4 was say- 
ing, " And do you mind you how the king him- 
self came to our tentP " 

The Sire de Joinville nodded his head. '* And I 
recall,** he said, " how you, who were then but a 
stripling, had treated the infidels — and that was 
what the king came to commend." 

" Nay, nay," replied the Sire de Saint Pr£ ; 
" *hy, gentles, you should have seen the Sire de 
Joinville ! While the army was demolishiog forts 
too 
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and castles, he bathed his sword many times in 
Saracen blood — and as to his lance — it was 
worn to a stump upon them ! " 

The ladies uttered little screams of delight. 
The Sire de JoinviUe laughed, but moderately, 
to display his modesty. ** To be sure, every one 
will do his best when such times come," he said. 

" Ah, death to the infidels ! '* cried Lady Ur- 
sula de Saint Pr^. " There is no other course 
for Christian knights than to slay them all. How 
many men must leave their true loves in tears, 
who, if it were not for the Saracens, might stay 
joyfully at home ! " 

Then Lady Rosalind de Grascoigne wagged her 
pretty flaxen head, and remarked : ** True ; one 
might as well hammer the iron of St. Leonard 
when it is cold as to try to reform an infidel. 
They must be slain." 

The Sire de Joinville took a Spanish orange, 
and leaned upon the table as he cut it with a 
golden blade. ** Yes," he said, " even my good 
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muter King Louis used to sa; to us, ' No one, 
if not a very clever cleric, ou{^t to dispute with 
them ; but a layman, when he hears the Christian 
law evil spoken of, should defend it with his 
sword, wliich he ought to run into the infidel's 
belly as far as it wiU go.* " And the Sire de 
JoinvOle made a thrust at the orange in a way 
that BO aptly illustrated his meaning, that the 
I^dy Rosalind exclaimed, " Oh ! what a speedy 
vengeance ! " and then fell to laughing. 

** And they are planning another crusade," 
•aid Lady Ursula, sadly. " We shaU aU be with- 
out our lonb for many a day when that comes 
to pass.** 

" Be not so cast down, dear lady," sud Sir 
Ulrich von Lichtenstein ; " remember that there 
is a world beyond where shall be no warfare ! " 

" Ah, I willingly believe that in the next world 
I may find consolation," replied Lady Ursula, 
with her brows lifted ; " but that is scant comfort 
when, in this, I may lose my true love ! ** 
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Princess Melicendra leaned toward the Sire de 
Joinville. ** What think you of this new crusade 
that King Louis is planning? " she asked. 

There seemed to pass a shade over the old 
knight's face, as a cloud will sometimes steal 
across the top of a sunlit mountain crag. ^ I 
fear me no good may come of it," he said. ^^ If 
I did not know how footless it were to try and 
turn Louis from his purpose, I would e'en urge 
upon him not to go among the infidels again." 
Then he grew thoughtful, and in a moment 
added, ^^ I said all I dared when, two years back, 
in Lent, he summoned us all to Paris." 

Lady Rosalind poised her head upon one side. 
" Paris ! " she exclaimed ; " ah, the journey to 
Paris is one that I much desire to make! They 
say one sees many conceits of great novelty and 
enterprise there!" 

" Yes," rejoined Lady Ursula, eagerly, ** the 

youths who go to Paris to school say — " 

" Too many boys go to Paris," said the Sire 
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de Joinville with a frown. ^ They learn little 
and they spend much." 

Lady Rosalind sighed, and drew up her shoul- 
ders. '^ But yet no doubt they see Paris,'' she 
ventured. 

Lady Ursula laughed. '^ Show more glad 
cheer, Rosalind," she cried. ** In France there 
be many other noble cities that you may see — " 

^ But Paris surpasses all others in comeliness," 
answered Rosalind ; ** I have heard that it is full 
good and mighty of riches, and I hope that I 
may see it before I die." 

At this Biatriz, who had been attending some- 
deal to the talk, suggested, ** You might pray 
Baron Hugh to take you there as a little exten- 
sion of that pilgrimage on which you are to 
adventure !" and Baron Hugh joined in the 
mirth ; and I fancy that he and Lady Rosalind 
saw Paris before many weeks were passed. 

The pages were now bringing in basins and 
ewers that the guests might wash their hands. 
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While this was done, the singers performed some 
short cantos and sirventes, and when we ceased, 
the tables had been voided, and the hall was 
filled with groups who talked together, and some 
sat and played at chess or backgammon. 

Biatriz and Florestane withdrew to the deep 
embrasure of one of the casements, looking forth 
upon the moonlight, and, as I was stopping 
to tune my viol, the low, sweet tones of the poet's 
voice were carried to my ear. *^ Love possesses 
me body and soul," he was murmuring, while 
their eyes met in holy ecstasy. " I can never 
find lack of rapture now; as water penetrates 
a sponge, so love surrounds me and my whole 
being absorbs it ! " Unconsciously, he had leaned 
to her, and his hands were spread before his 
heart in a gesture of inexpressible grace. 

Then I saw some of the court ladies approach- 
ing with cups of ypocras. *' Drink health and 
long life to the betrothed ! " they cried, and 
passed the cups about. Lady Etienette ap- 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

proached Biatriz. " Do you re§potid to our 
felicitations in this cup of sweet wine," she said, 
holding forth a small tray. Biatriz replied 
courteously, and reached for the cup. Now it 
struck me as stratige that Lady Etienette, who 
was so little favorable to the troubadour maid, 
should avail herself of this honor, and I allowed 
a wicked suspidon to cross my mind. I came 
forward. " Would it not be fitting for the lady 
to sip of the same cup with her betrothed? " I 
asked. *' See this gold loving-cup, which seems 
fashioned for the very purpose ! " and I held 
it toward Florestane. Lady Etienette looked 
so angry that my suspicions took more de6ned 
shape. " Pardon me for the suggestion," I said, 
pretending to bow and withdraw awkwardly, a» 
one who haa intruded, " it shall be as your lady- 
ship has proposed." But I contrived to step 
back in such a mamier that I caught the notched 
edge of my long, sweeping sleeve in the small 
cup, and it dashed to the ground. 
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** There ! " exclaimed Florestane, " Your wine 
is spilt, and you must fain accept Master Peirol's 
suggestion ! " and he took the loving-cup and 
gave it to Biatriz. 

For my own part, I withdrew, trembling, to 
my chamber, and there examined the velvet of my 
sleeve where the wine had been spilt, and I 
marked that a little light-colored powder was 
sunk in the fabric. I thanked Grod for my 
readiness to believe evil of so handsome a lady 
as Etienette de Beaucaire. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

Telling of Two Tragedies 

/It noon in tbe Abbe; Church will be played 
the most excellent miracles of our lord St. Dmis, 
and all who have parts to play shall assemble 
in the cloister, each one in tbe costume of his rAle. 
God save the King ! " 

So chanted the heralds who went before the 
monstre, or procession, which paraded the streets 
proclaiming the miracle-play. Before them rode 
tbe trumpeters and archers, that order might be 
preserved; and following them rode the friars 
of the abbey, as is usual in such like solonn 
niceties ; and last of alt, Florestane, tbe author 
— the MenaiT du Jeu. 

When I arrived in tbe cloister in answer to 
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this summons, I found Master Cimabue and Sir 
Ulrich von Lichtenstein resting upon the low 
wall between the arches. The minnesinger was 
comforting his worn body with a cup of sack. 

'* Hi! But what a work that was, adjusting 
the scenery for the pagina ! " he ejaculated. 
^^ My back is stark strained with standing there 
in the church and holding up the ' walls of 
Paris ' while you affixed the new sign ! '' 

" But that same new sign was a right neces- 
sitous undertaking," said the painter, mirthfully, 
" although we were so near to forgetting it ! For 
how would it have appeared if St. Denis had 
marched into a city that bore a label the bigness 
of its ramparts, inscribed, * Jerusalem? ' It was 
well that we affixed the sign, * Paris ; ' for the 
folk about here must be used to seeing that city 
in many mystery-plays, and it goes sometimes 
for Rome and sometimes for Jerusalem. There 
is no call for a new dty so that its name be duly 

changed!** 
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They laughed, and Sir Ulrich shrugged his 
shoulders. " Would that my duties ended with 
holding up the walls of Paris!" he sighed. 
" But you have no conception, Signor Cimahue, 
what a footless task it is to prompt a play ! For, 
if you do prompt, the actors come at you after- 
ward, exclaiming, ' Could you not have held 
your tongue? Did you fancy that I had lost 
my lines ? ' While, if you hold your peace, and 
do not prompt, lo! they are cuffing you as soon 
as they are off the scenes, telling you that jou 
were like to have ruined all by not giving them 
the words! Lord! Lord! May I live throng 
this day!" 

" See the people thronging into the church ! " 
cried Cimahue. '* There are the Princess Meli- 
cendra and the Sire de Joinville in hunting cos- 
tume, — and they have their hawks still on their 
wrists. What will they do with them while they 
are in church ? " 

** Ah, Signor Cimahue,** I said, ** you do not 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

yet know our French ways! Here in France 
we take our well-trained birds with us when we 
attend divine service; there are perches for them 
already placed in the churches. You will shortly 
see these birds roosting on the Epistle side of the 
nave, while that of my lord bishop, who was 
also one of this morning's hunting-party, will 
be placed in greater honor on the Gospel side ! " 

This greatly amused both the Italian and 
the German, who did not know of our custom. 

** But do the goshawks enjoy the incense? " 
inquired Cimabue. *^ I have heard that smoke 
is grievous to their eyes." 

" Ah,*' cried Ulrich, " let them wait until we 
light the fires of Hell at the close of the mira- 
cle ! How their stiff little French feathers shall 
ruffle!" 

(I would be willing to prophesy that French- 
men and Grermans will ever feel a shrewd line 
of division.) 

Then there began to arrive groups of the devils 
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in twos and threes, arm in arm; and the dial 
showed noon, and the play commenced. 

From my station behind the same walls of 
Paris which our friends had spoken of, I was 
able to pluck a little hole in the fabric so that 
I might apply my eye and see what was going 
on upon the platform and in the nave. My heart 
bounded as I saw that Lady Etienette de Beau- 
caire sat directly behind Biatriz, for I remem- 
bered with a shudder the light powder; and I 
felt that at any moment a tragedy more horrible 
than that which we presented might be enacted 
within these walls. 

The actors intoned their parts well, and all 
went smoothly — once only did I hear the voice 
of Ulrich prompting, as he stood near me on 
a cask, to enable him to look through the window 
of a tower in Paris. At the appointed time I 
strutted forward and performed my part, much 
as did the others, and my head was chopped 
off to perfection, causing much wonder and glee, 
lis 
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At the moment of its falling, a little paper figure, 
to represent the soul, floated forth from its 
mouth ; this was contrived by means of a thread, 
which was affixed to the paper, and which led to 
the triforium, where were the angels gathered 
to sing choruses; and they received St. Denis's 
soul. The effect was truly dramatic. As I came 
off bearing my head in my hands, Master Cima- 
bue embraced me, exclaiming, ^^ Ah, it could not 
have been better done by a Florentine!'' 

Then Florestane's voice rang out in triumph, 
proclaiming, " Now you see how the wicked 
Emperor Domitian slew the noble martyr, St. 
Denis, and you saw how the holy man's soul left 
his mouth and ascended to the angels, and how, 
after his death, he miraculously took up his own 
head and walked. Listen, lordings, and you 
shall know what punishment was in store for the 
evil Domitian, and how Satan had him to his 
own at the last. Now shall ye be greatly edified 
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in your underBtandings, and Bee these unworthy 
servants go down to hell ! " 

At this cue. Sir Ulrich started) glancing side- 
wise; and speaking to one of the scene-shifters, 
hesaid," Bring forth Hell Mouth!" A shifter 
came up tiptoe and whispered to Him. There- 
upon Sir Ulrich showed veritable rage. 

" You should have seen to it before that the 
wheels were greased ! " he exclaimed so loud that 
man; heard him, and through m; peep-hole 
I saw Biatriz convulsed with laughter where she 
sat in the church. " Do it quickly," said Sir 
Ulrich, more discreetly ; " and that the folk be 
not wearied at the delay, let the angels sing.** 

And I, with my eye fixed on the sweet, slim 
figure of the troubadour maid, listened to the 
angel's chorus as St. Gregory had writ it, and 
a peace seemed to steal over my spirit. I was 
prepared to believe that possibly I had been 
oversuspicious, and that the powder in the velvet 
might be some harmless thing ; but I determined 
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to keep that sleeve as it was, against a day of 
reckoning. 

And now a boy, grinning, crossed with a 
brazier to Hell Mouth, where he and his fellows 
began to blow up a conflagration, and the devils, 
greatly enjoying their lively part in the enter- 
tainment, popped in and out, crying, ^ Ho ! 
Ho ! •* and " Out Harrow ! ^ while the solemn 
figures of the emperor and executioner were 
passed through the glare. No doubt it was 
impressive to see them go into Hell, from the 
other side; but to see them come out again, 
behind the scenes, pulling off wigs and mopping 
their heads, was tame enough. The Emperor 
Domitian came straightway to Sir Ulrich in 
a passion. "Why must you prompt me?" he 
exclaimed. "Did you suppose that a blunder- 
ing Goth could tell a French actor how to play 
his part?" And no sooner had he gone than 
Satan rushed up, nearly knocking the poor 
minnesinger off his perch, crying, '^ Hi ! Mr. 
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Prompter! Don't you know your business? 
Hell should have been aroar for a good five 
minutes before ever the emperor arrived ! " Sir 
Ulrich got ofi^ his cask with as much activity 
as was left in his aching limbs. '* That is what 
I expected," he murmured. ** The prompter is 
ever served thus." 

Master Cimabue came up smiling. ^The 
hawks seem rather to enjoy their perches," he 
said. ** They have remained happy in spite 
of the smoke of Hell ! " 

** In which," said Sir Ulrich, ** they display 
much philosophy." 

I was eager to get into the throng that I 
might watch my dear lady leave the church; 
for, though I knew that Florestane would come 
and escort her so soon as he should be able to 
escape from the press of those who would do him 
honor, yet I knew that some short time might 
elapse when she would be unattended; having 
seen as much as I had, I wished to miss nothing 
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of what might transpire. I saw her by the door 
just stepping forth, when Lady Etienette, who 
had gone out, returned and said to her, '^ Flo- 
restane is calling you, Biatriz, — he is down by 
the high wall behind the abbey." 

Biatriz, thanking her, walked away, and I, 
hemmed in by the multitude, made no further 
attempt to follow her, knowing that she was now 
in good hands. It was some minutes' space before 
I could reach the door. Then, as it were, I 
suddenly was turned to stone; for there stood 
Florestane, asking me, *^ Have you seen Biatriz, 
Peirol?'' 

I gasped. ^^ Did you not meet her at the 
high wall? " I cried. 

" What high wall ? " he exclaimed. I grasped 
him by the wrist, and we ran. He felt the panic 
communicated to him, and moaned, ^^ Is there 
some foul play? " 

" We will pray not," I muttered, drawing my 

short knife as I ran. When we reached the high 
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wall, there was no one to be seen. But far off 
up the road two horses were galloping, toward 
the Ch&teau de Bois. 

** What does this mean? " gasped Florestane. 

** I think I know what it means," I said, be- 
tween my teeth, ^^ and this knife is for any dog 
that dares come between you and your betrothed 
wife!" 

There was no means of giving chase. The 
horsemen were too far away to be recognized. 

** Lady Etienette knows somewhat of this," 
said I, fiercely, ** and I have that in my posses- 
sion shall cause her to regret the day that she 
was bom ! There are witnesses enough who saw 
that cup spilt on my sleeve ! " 

As we stood helpless, not knowing which way 
to turn for aid, two archers of the princess's 
guard came toward us. 

" The Princess Melicendra requests that you 
will come at once to the castle," announced one 
of them. 
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Florestane was too dazed to replj. I stam- 
mered that we were in no mood for music at 
this time, and prayed that we be excused. 

" We have positive orders to see that you 
report at the castle at once,** replied one of 
the archers ; and we realized that, by some vile 
issue of the plot, we were prisoners. 




CHAPTER SEVEN 

How Hope foUoas dote upon Despair 

^UE lay in ^evous sorrow that night for 
Tondering wh; the princess had thus detained 
us, and of what we were accused. Early in the 
morning, mj master roused me, saying, ** Peirol, 
there b one thing beside which I take smaU 
regard of any other. This thing is freedom, 
to that I may go forth and try to help and to 
rescue my dear lady. If I be shut in prison, 
no matter for what reason, I shall go mad." 

** Dear Florcstane," I said, " well do I under- 
stand. Surely, they will soon come and tell us 
why we are thus detained; and, since neither 
you nor I have done aught of harm, it must be 
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that we shall be able to establish our innocence, 
and shall go free." 

And it was not long before the door of our 
cell was opened, and the ugly face of a guard 
was thrust in, while he commanded that we follow 
him. 

We were ushered into a small apartment, and 
there we found the man of law. Master Gaspard 
Maldroit, together with divers of the princess's 
chief courtiers and advisers. 

After some whispered conversation, the lawyer 
turned stiffly to Florestane, saying, *' Master 
Poet, you no doubt suspect the reason why you 
are here. Your plot has been discovered." 

Now Florestane had so clean a conscience, 
that he made no shift to hide his great astonish- 
ment. " Plot ! " he gasped, taking a step back. 

" Plot," repeated Master Maldroit. Then to 
the others, " Mark the effect upon this guilty 
soul of one mere word." They regarded Flo- 
restane silently. " Sir Vigraine de Bois was 
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here yesterday," pursued Master Gaspard. 
" The princess was out hunting, and so he could 
not obtain an audience with her; but he sent 
for me, and confided to me how his steward 
had confessed to receiving a vial of poison from 
jou, and promises of money if he put it in hia 
master's wine." 

Florestane was so confounded that he stood 
aghast. " It is a stark He ! " he cried. " What? 
You accuse me of trying to poison a man ? " 

" Not so fast," said the lawyer. " These 
things are known and attested to, and there 
is no use in your denying them." Then he 
placed the tips of his fingers against those of 
the opposite hand, and regarded Florestane, 
with a smile of malevolence. ** Now I bear the 
princess's message to you upon this event. Cus- 
tomably, if such a plot were to be successful in 
its carrying out, the criminal would be punished 
for his evil deed by the neck; but since, in 
your case, no bad consequences follow, and allow- 
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ing for the possibility that the varlet may have 
added some flavor to your actual words, the 
good princess has determined to pardon this 
wicked intent and let you go free, but only on 
condition that you leave Bellefranche, never to 
revisit it — to express it otherwise, she with- 
draws her patronage, and banishes you from her 
domain.'* 

Florestane stood forth, having calmed the rage 
of his indignation. 

" You will be so courteous as to give my duty 
to the princess," he said, with dignity. " I ac- 
cept her sentence, since it is not seemly for her 
vassal to rebel that her favor is withdrawn. 
But I swear ** — here he raised his right arm 
on high, " I swear by our lord St. Denis and by 
our sovereign Louis of France that I know noth- 
ing of this crime of which I am accused, and that 
I will use every subtlety to discover the author 
of this lie; and that, when I do so, I will revisit 

the princess's domain, but not until I am able to 
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satisfy her of my innocency. So may all false 
witnesses beware, and all liars be anathema." 

I was so lost in admiring the beauty and 
hardihood of my poet, that I sat like a fool with 
my mouth open. Master Gaq[Mird turned irri- 
tably in my direction. 

" The princess also requests that this person, 
who seems to be in your employ, should absent 
himself from the court," he said. " The stupid 
dolt has been too free in his manner to certain 
ladies, and they no longer desire his presence." 

I stood up, stupid dolt though I be, and cried, 
" Indeed, Master Maldroit, it would take more 
than the princess's commands to keep me here 
if my master is banished. I choose to belong 
to him, and will strive all my days to serve him 
as squire should serve knight, and as a vassal 
should serve his lord." 

At this, one of the older counsellors leaned 
to his fellow, and observed, " This is a pair of 
spirited knaves, and if there be any lie or foul 
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play about this accusation, I would lay my wager 
in their favor ! ** 

When we went forth from the presence of 
our judges, I was told that I might go and 
gather together my master's effects and my 
own, which was quickly done; I taking special 
care to empacket neatly the velvet tunic with 
the powder in the sleeve; and then we sallied 
out with our packs and our horses to fare as 
we might. 

I rode silently for a way, not wishing to 
interrupt the torrent of emotion which I knew 
must be surging in my dear master's breast; 
finally he stood in his stirrups and threw both 
his arms above his head, crying, " Free ! Free ! " 

I agreed somewhat haltingly, and added, ^* I 
could have wished, however, that you would 
have insisted upon seeing Princess Melicendra, 
and clearing yourself, as you could so well have 
done." 

^^ Ha ! Peirol ! and do you know what that 
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would have involved? A suit — a long trial, 
perchance ; and I in durance all that time eating 
out my heart for Biatriz — and all to clear 
myself only of an imputation ! No, no ; freedom 
first — that I may rescue her from her plight, 
and after that it is time to attend to mine own 
honor. I can prove my innocence a month later 
as well as now, and while my betrothed is in 
danger, do you think I would stoop to care if 
all the world thought ill of me? " 

" And where are we going? " I asked. " And 
what steps can you take to rescue Biatriz? ** 

" I have laid my scheme fairly,** said Flores- 
tane, reflectively ; " I pray it may not miscarry. 
A whole night gives one many hours to make 
plans in, and I made mine last night." Then 
he told me that he and I would go to Sir Vi- 
graine's castle that night as minstrels, but in dis- 
guise; and he would so manage that while I 
sang he should have converse with Biatriz, and 
then he would proceed upon such a course ai 
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seemed most possible. ^^ Then," he continued, 
" we wiD convey word to Signor Cimabuc, who 
is working at the castle now, to hire you to be 
his color-grinder, that you, in still another dis- 
guise, may spy upon the progress of events, 
and communicate with me by being able to come 
and go freely at night. I trust that it will not 
be long before we shall be able to outwit the 
robber baron." 

This sounded mightily cheerful to my eari, 
and I readily agreed to play my part. 

A pilgrim passed us on the road presently. 
It was Baron Hugh de Tromp^e, looking greatly 
annoyed by the prospect of his tedious journey. 
We exchanged greetings, and watched him plod 
off with his staff and his flat hat, laughing at 
the marked change in his appearance since he 
had come before the Court of Love with his 
striped hose and tagged suit of blue. 

On a sudden, my master turned his horse and 

galloped back after Baron Hugh. They were 
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in deep consultation for a few momenta, and then 
Florestane rode back more at leisure. 

** A thought came to me," he said as he joined 
roe. " I remembered that Baron Hugh could 
easily stop a moment at Sir Vigrainc's chapel, 
and give a letter to Signor Cimabuc, preparing 
him for our visit this evening, that he might 
look for us. So I writ a few lines on a vellum 
which I had by me, and charged Baron Hugh 
to give it into no hands but those of the painter, 
and promised him in turn a graceful song of 
love for his lady, to be left at her dwelling this 
night, as having come from him. He readily 
agreed." 

Florestane laughed, and I joined in his mirth. 
At this moment, my horse veered quickly aside, 
evidently startled by something at the roadside. 
As we turned to discover what this might be, 
we heard a whimpering voice exclaiming, ** In 
the king's name, good Bir§, do not harm me — 
I am but a poor honest wayfarer — " and we 
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beheld a wretched figure in a long gabardine 
rise from the bushes. 

" Our friend, the Jew, by the Powers ! " cried 
Florestane ; and we both alighted. 

There, to be sure, was the very Hebrew who 
had so nearly cost my master his life some months 
agone. The whimper changed to surprise when 
he recognized us. 

" So, friend Shadrach," said Florestane, plac- 
ing his strong hands upon the stooping shoulders 
of the Jew, " you escaped safely, and are at 
your trade again? Which way art going now, 
— to sell your wares, or to take your gains home 
with you? " 

" To sell my wares. Magnificence," piped the 
pedlar. ^^And I beseech you, think no ill of 
me. Well do I mind me of your friendly treat- 
ment of a poor wanderer. 

And you shall mind you to some purpose, 
replied Florestane. " What have you in your 
pack? And what is that great three-sided in- 
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ciunbrance which you have so dezterousl; 
wrapped up in cloth? *" 

** Ah, gentle sir," said the Jew, obsequiously, 
" that is a prize of great worth, which I hope 
to sell to the Count of Anjou, who sets great 
■tore on rarities. That is a harp from the far 
Celtic laud." 

" A harp? " said Floreslane, eager!;. " Un- 
wrap it. It may serve ray need precisely.** 

As Florestane stretched forth his arm, his 
sleeve slipped back, and exposed to view the 
wrought gold bracelet which he wore. The Jew's 
eyes shone. " I will take that in payment for 
it," he suggested. 

I feared lest the troubadour was going to kill 
him in his rage. " You could not buy that with 
all the moneys of your outcast tribe! ** he cried. 
" Dare but to look on it again, in your, villain 
greed, and I will make you food for vultures 
like yourself ! " 
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" But the harp is worth a noble price,'* cried 
the Jew, shrinking. 

Florestane shook him smartly. " Is it worth 
more than your mean life? " he asked, full 
wroth. " Remember that your life is owing to 
me. If I choose to take this harp as its equiv- 
alent, thank your luck. Unwrap it." 

At the tone of command, the Jew unrolled the 
cloth, and disclosed a fair harp of Celtic make, 
but not ornate. 

" It will serve," said Florestane. " I will pay 
you for it, though you deserve no mercy for 
your ingratitude. Have you in your pack any 
plain long gown? *' 

** I have a hooded cloak," replied the Jew. 
" If it will serve your turn, that and the harp 
shall be in one bartering." 

" If it be not gaudy," said Florestane, " I 
will e'en look at it." 

The long hooded garment was selected, and 
Florestane pulled out some red hose and a leather 
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jerkin. "These I will exchange for the suit 
which m; friend now wears," he said. " Feirot, 
where jou are going these garments will be 
more useful to you than that silken doublet." 

I understood well what he meant, and we both 
exchanged our clothes for some of those in the 
Jew's pack, he mightily gratified at the bargains. 

As we parted with our friend, the poet gave 
a few words of advice. 

" Do not display these goods in Bellefranche," 
he said, " or they will be recognized, and you will 
be hung for our murderer. Go your way to the 
next town, and there you may ravish your narrow 
soul in blissful barter." 

As we rode on our way, we were a very differ- 
ent pair from those who had left the Princess 
Meliccndra's castle that morning. 

" But we are dressed as becomes our station," 

quoth Florestane. ** I am prouder of being able 

to adapt myself to changed conditions than I 

would be, could I convince people by my display 
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that I flourished, when in reality I famished. 
Drink water before you steal to buy wine, is my 
motto.'* 

We took our dinner in a peasant's hut — we 
called ourselves a Celtic bard and his faithful 
minstrel, who would fain raise moneys to take 
us to our far home. 

^^ Is there not a powerful noble about here 
for whom we might play?" asked Florestane, 
demurely. 

" Ay,'* replied the peasant, " Sir Vigraine de 
Bois never shuts his gates to singers — you will 
find him gracious.'* 

Florestane thanked the peasant for his infor- 
mation, and asked the privilege of remaining in 
the hut until the even, when he would go to the 
castle. The peasant consented, and offered us 
a night's lodging if we wanted to return. We 
thanked him, and felt really relieved at thus 
being assured that we need not sleep under the 
olive-trees — we, who had so long been sur- 
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rouDded by every luxury. Florestane fell to 
writing vigorouBly. When he had filled a small 
skin with verses, he handed the parchment to me. 
" You must convey this to the Lady Rosalind 
de Gascoi^e, in accordance with my vow to 
Baron Hugh," he said. 




CHAPTER EIGHT 
The Captive Singer 

1« MUST now perforce go back and tell you 
what befell Biatriz when she left the abbey on 
that eventful day. You will see again that I 
had these facts upon authority, and that I tell 
them as they fortuned. 

Lady Etienette having spoken to her telling 
her that the troubadour awaited her, Biatriz 
hasted to the high wall behind the abbey. It 
was growing dusk, for the play had been a long 
one, and February days are short. She saw 
no one when she arrived at the appointed place, 
so she stepped beyond the wall, to a gateway 
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leading out on the marches, thinking that Flo- 
restane might be on the other side. 

On a sudden, something thick and close was 
thrust over her head, and in a moment, strug- 
gling and trying to cry out, she felt herself 
lifted, carried a short distance, and then raised 
and placed upon a horse. By this, of course, 
she knew that she was being stolen, and there 
was but one person whom she knew capable of 
doing this thing. With the pounding of the 
horse as it galloped away with her, she found 
herself repeating to herself as if by mechanism, 
** In his power ! In his power ! In his power ! *• 
and a dull terror seized her heart, and with its 
increased beating the need of air was so great 
that she passed into a swoon. 

She did not recover until she was in a small 
chamber in the turret of Sir Vigraine's castle. 
As she opened her eyes, she saw a strange sinister 
figure sitting near by, clad in a pointed hood 
and jerkin of rough sackcloth with many 
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leather thongs and straps about his gear. 
When this strange-looking person realized that 
Biatriz was recovered, he left the room, and 
Biatriz heard him say to one without, ** Call 
master." Then a tramp of hurried feet on the 
stone stairs was followed by Sir Vigraine's voice, 
" You will do well, faithful Jean, to avoid 
meeting my sister about the castle ; the meeting 
would be fraught with inquiries and suspicions, 
damaging to us both, for few of my retainers 
of the road are known to the chatelaine." 

Then a suave cringing answer from the knave 
— " You may trust me either to avoid a lady 
or to greet a lady politely, according to my 
master's commands." Then, in a lower tone. 
Sir Vigraine said, " You are sure you have 
secured the right lady? " 

"Nay, do you dub me a fool?" asked the 
varlet. " How could one mistake the troubadour 
maid, — she with the sportive smile? " 

*^ You need take no heed of that same sportive 
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smiie," said the lord of Boie, severely ; " I will 
leave you to guard this door to-night. I have 
others of our faithful friends of the woods out- 
side the walls, in case of any interference from 
those who mif^t choose to send inquiries from 
the town. Watch well ; but mind, — respect 
and deference to the lady at all times." 

" My lord," said Jean, with a grotesque obei- 
sance, " in her presence, I will appear to be 
her slave and footstool, so humble shall I be; 
and yet the dragon guards not more carefully the 
woods where pepper grows than I, with my half- 
shut, unassuming eye, shall in reality be watch> 
ing. Trust her safety to me." 

Then Sir Vigraine entered the chamber, and 
stood with bowed head before the unfortunate 
girl whom be had thus foully tricked. It is but 
justice to say that he could not possibly have 
regarded her with a more humble and adoring 
mien. A deep respect aa well as embarrassment 
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were in his voice as he asked, " How fares my 
lovely guest?" 

Biatriz regarded him scornfully. A quiver 
passed through her strai^t body as she replied, 
** Guest ! Do not profane the word which a 
associated with friendship and hospitality by 
applying it to a captive. I came not of my 
free will, and I stay not of my free will." 

Sir Vigrainc wagged his head, and a pained 
expression settled on his brow. 

" Ah, my love ! " he said, " with what sorrow 
do I hear you ! Do you not know me well enough 
to be assured that I would scorn to do you any 
wrong? I have brought you here simply as my 
final argument; as you see, day by day, what 
my respect and love are, I trust that in the end 
you will give me a word of hope." 

Biatriz, in spite of the vexation of her plight, 
smiled as she fixed her eyes upon his face. She 
rose to her feet slowly. 

" Sir Vigraine," she said, " you remind me of 
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nothing so much as a hunter's hawk. As I 
see jou stand there extending your arms to me, 
do ;ou know what my imagination conjures up? 
I seem to be the weak smaller bird, and you the 
gerfalcon ; it is not surprising, when the hawk 
has trussed his quarry, if it be difficult to pur* 
suade his prey that she will escape unwounded 
from his talons.** 

" But," cried Sir Vigraine, exultantly, " any 
hunter will tell you that in falconry the bird 
always does escape unwounded 1 Any well-bred 
hawk would scorn to injure his quarry! ** 

** Since you do not resent the simile," said 
Biatriz, " we will allow it to be apt. Pardon 
me, then, if I continue to regard yon as a 
hawk." 

" Ah, talk not of hawks and of prey ! ** cried 
the man. " It is no cruel bondage into which 
you have entered; it would take but one little 
word from you to make a life of happiness for 
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us both! For all tenderness and consideration 
shall ever be yours from me ! " 

** My lord," said the maiden, wearily, ** you 
will never be able to convince me; and since 
you are honest enough to despise force, I beg 
that you will show your consideration by set- 
ting me at liberty." 

** Not so fast ! " exclaimed Sir Vigraine. ** I 
have faith in time, and will at least try its effects. 
Oh, Biatriz! try to forget the means of your 
coming here, and remember only that you are 
in the presence of a man who offers his soul and 
his heart into your keeping." 

** I ask no such dower, my lord," answered 
Biatriz, as cold as ice. ^^ There is no way in 
which you can convince me of your respect and 
consideration but by ceasing to claim what can 
never be yours." 

^ It is but natural that you should feel so 
on your first day here," said the baron. ** I will 
leave you for the night, and shall hope that 
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to-morrow you will be more resigned, and try 
to know me as I am." 

Biatriz's eyes flashed. ^ I know you for what 
you are ! '* she cried, — perhaps his promise to 
leave her renewed somewhat her courage, — ** I 
know you for a false depredator — I know that 
you are one of the robber barons who received 
the interdict of the clergy at Limoges, — you are 
a breaker of laws ! " 

** Have a care ! " cried Sir Vigraine. " I am all 
tenderness, but it would be ill for you to drive 
me too far ! " 

Biatriz stepped toward him, throwing back 
her head, and looking at him from half-closed 
eyes. " I fear you not. Sir Vigraine,'* she said, 
calmly, ^* because, should the time demand it of 
me, I would not fear to take my own life. And 
therefore I can defy you, and tell you truth 
for lie." 

Sir Vigraine drew away toward the door. ** I 
will argue with you no longer," he said* ** You 
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will find a trusted attendant outside your door 
if there should be aught of which you have need. 
I bid you good night." 

Sir Vigraine did not feel to glory in his 
triumph as much as he had anticipated that he 
should. He went with nervous apprehension 
intending to inform his sister of the acquisition 
to their family. He foimd the Lady Eugenie 
embroidering near the fire in the great hall, her 
short fat feet perched on the ironwork in front 
of the blaze. She greeted him with a smile. 

" Brother ! *' she exclaimed, " this young Flor- 
entine who is painting in the chapel is a most 
charming and clever fellow! I have been 
talking with him, and you cannot conceive how 
much he knows! Why, he told me numberless 
things that I never knew before ! It is a piteous 
thing that the chapel walls have been so long 
neglected ; and while he is about it, what think 
you if he should paint some manner of device here 
over the hearth? " 
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" As you like, sister," replied Sir Vigraine, 
absently ; ^^ your tastes are more ambitious than 
mine. I am satisfied with the sternness of stone 
and the ruggedness of oak." 

Eugenie sighed, and shrugged the upper part 
of her round person together. ^* Ah, the gentler 
sex feels the need of softer surroundings," she 
simpered. ** One maiden must needs pass much 
of her time sighing for companionship in a great 
house like this." 

Sir Vigraine cleared his throat bravdy. 
" What — what think you," he stanmiered, ** if 
I tell you that you are no longer — no longer 
the only maiden within these walls? " 

He had made his great effort, and the turn 
of conversation had offered him this opportunity 
to introduce the subject. But, alas ! he had not 
counted upon his sister's deafness. AU was 
wasted. 

^ Did you speak, brother? " she asked, com- 
plaisantly. ^You must remember the sli^^t 
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infirmity under which I labor, and so modulate 
your voice that I may not lose a word here and 
there.** 

*^ I was saying," said Sir Vigraine, clearly and 
hastily, ** that is a brave tapestry which you are 
working. It has our armorial bearings, I see." 

" Yes, brother, it is fitted to go above the 
altar in the family chapel," replied the sister. 

** It seems to me," said her brother, ** that you 
are manifesting a lively interest in the chapel 
of late." 

** Ah," said Lady Eugenie, ** who knows how 
soon it may be needed, for — a burial ; or — or 
a marriage." 

She bent her head over her work. Sir Vigraine 
started. " A marriage? " he gasped. 

** Nay, brother, it is not so impossible,** said 
she, playfully. " We are both single.** 

** Certainly, — it is not impossible,'* answered 
the baron, trying to appear unconcerned. Then 
he thought within himself, ^ Can she suspect 
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anything? " And all the while, Lad; Eugenie 
was smiling to herself, thinking: " He seoned 
BO surprised, that surely he cannot suspect any- 
thing ! " 

After a few moments of contemplation, Eu- 
genie remarked : " We really should bid stHne 
of our friends to come and hear this young Si- 
gner Cimabue converse upon his art." 

" If you put it that way, he will not once 
mention the subject during the entire length 
of the evening." 

** Yes," said Eugenie, pleasantly, " th« loigth 
of the evening is greatly in our favor. Let it 
be to-morrow. We will bid only such as are 
intelligent and can appreciate artists. That 
gifted German, now — what is he called?" she 
asked, with vast show of innocence, ** the singer 
with the long name? " 

"Oh, Ulrieh von Lichtenstdn? ** suggested 
Sir Vigraine. 

" Ay, that is his name,** replied Lady Eugenie, 
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this time too innocently; for the color mounted 
high to her temples with trying to look imcon- 
cemed. The baron was puzzled. ^^What do 
you blush for, sister? " he asked. 

"Blush? I blush? What a vain conceit!" 
cried Eugenie. " The fire is over warm, per- 
chance," and she drew back her chair. ** Now 
for our other guests. How about the minstrel 
maiden, Biatriz? She is ever amusing, and a 
good companion." 

" Yes, Biatriz by all means," said Sir Vigraine, 
plucking courage. " And, indeed, sister, I may 
as well tell you I have a few words to say about 
Biatriz. I begin to have hopes that she may 
entertain some — some thoughts of me — of a 
tender nature. You know that I have long loved 
her. And that I may have the better opportunity 
of convincing her of my devotion " — here Sir 
Vigraine fortified himself as one who expects 
to meet with opposition — "I may mention that 
I have — have — conveyed her here; and that 

147 




FLORESTANE th^ TROUBADOUR 

she will favor lu by making us a ridt at the 
caatle." 

All the affectations vith which Eugenie was 
accustomed to embellish her talk disappeared, 
and she sat erect and distressed, her fat little 
body panting with genuine apprehmsion. 

"What!" she exclaimed, "she is here now? 
Do you mean that you have brought her hcae 
against her willP " 

" That is to say — " began the baron, nu^ii- 
ily disc<Hnfited. 

" Oh, brother," interrupted his sister, " do 
not wrong this good ^rl ! You have — you have 
lured her here, or taken her by force. Oh, why 
will you not forego these unlawful acts? " 

But Sir Vigraine de Bois was not a man to be 
dictated to by a woman of this description. He 
rose abruptly. 

" Hush ! " he exclaimed. " If I meant to 
wrong her, should I be taking you into my 
confidence? You and I are good friends, sister. 
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We agree admirably upon most subjects. But " 
— here he turned upon her a glance which caused 
her to quail — " but — when a point arises upon 
which we disagree — then remember that it is 
for the good of the weaker to agree with the 
stronger. So let me hear no objections to our 
guest. No harm shall come to her. I do not 
delight in the conquest of uncomplying victims. 
In the morning, you may visit her in the tower- 
chamber, and bid her sup with us in the evening. 
Try and help me by rendering her stay here as 
cheerful as possible." 

Lady Eugenie had lost all her firmness. She 
complied abjectly. " I trust, brother," she said, 
'* that you may never find me lacking in a sis- 
ter's duty. I will go to our guest to-morrow, 
and it shall be my pleasure to serve her.** 




CHAPTER NINE 

How tht Oitic Harpa maktt Counge in mtmjf 
HeuU 

you Bhould have seen the poet Florestane 
when he was tricked out for a Cdtic harper — 
with his infirm step and bent back, and the hood 
drawn down over his face ! 

" Think you Sir Vigraine will knonr meP " he 
asked, holding his harp close, and speaking in 
a quavering voice, which he had assumed with 
his new character. 

*' If he does, he has finer wits than I credit 
to him," I replied. 

We arrived unmolested at the castle gates, 
and the warder admitted us when we said that 
we were minstrels. We paused in the entrance- 
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hall to find out if the baron desired our presence. 
While we stood there, Signor Cimabue came out. 

^^ I have been watching for you/' he said, 
in a cautious undertone. ^ When we are within, 
take occasion to recognize me — you having 
seen me in Florence — and ask me to show you 
the work in the chapel. Then we can withdraw 
and consult." 

Florestane nodded. The servitor returned, to 
say that we were to be admitted into the great 
hall. I was glad on my master's account that 
the lights were not of great strength. 

We found Sir Vigraine and his sister with 
Master Ulrich and Biatriz gathered in the hall. 
They had finished their repast and Lady Eugenie 
had taken a draughts-table- and set it up for her- 
self and the minnesinger. 

" Ah," said Sir Vigraine, " a little music will 
be of no harm. I bid ye welcome. Master 
Harper. Will you recite the story of a battle, or 
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will jou recount how a bnve knig^ won a fair 
lady?" 

** Ndther, if it please your lordship," sud 
Florestane, in his strange new utterance. ** I 
wUl e'en sing a love-song — but a love-song of 
woe; the lament of one who mourns for the 
bride he cannot win." 

Lady Eugenie pouted. " Ah, Master Harper* 
that is a grievous subject for a song! " she said- 
Sir Ulrich looked at her tenderly. " Ay," he 
rejoined, and, turning to the harpo*, "know 
you not some cheerf uller strain ? " 

The harper shook his bead slowly. ** I find 
no need for other," he remarked. ** No one can 
fail to be satisfied when I sing this. When 
suffering or disappointed lovers listen to a 
melancholy song, they sympathize and do mights 
ily enjoy it; whereas, be there in the party 
those who prosper in their loves, they have the 
more gratification in hearing of the sorry case 
of one less fortunate. I will sing, then, of the 
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unfortunate lover, if you will pardon the feeble- 
ness of mj voice, for in this I must require your 
grace of mercy." 

And he sang so wailing a ditty that I wanted 
myself to fall a-weeping. Every one compli- 
mented him, and Cimabue exclaimed, ^ Surely, 
Sir Harper, I have heard you sing this song 
in Florence? ** 

The harper started and raised his hand to 
his brow. **Ah, can it be? Yes! the very 
same! the great painter Cimabue! Ah, signor, 
I remember you well ! '* Then, quite naturally, 
he rose, and he and Cimabue walked away a 
little toward a settle where Biatriz sat. I saw 
that it was time for me to engage the attention 
of Sir Vigraine, and I soon fastened his interest 
upon a little conceit that a certain clever knave 
had showed me, a trick for getting apart three 
rings which appeared to be interlaced together. 
I watched with pleasure while he was engrossed 
with the puzzle, and saw Florestane, after a 
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furtive glance, strip up his sleeve and show 
Biatriz the bracelet on his arm; and in a few 
minutes Cimabue returned to Sir Vigraine, say- 
ing: ^^ May I ask your lordship to lend me the 
key of this door across the hall which leads to 
the chapel, for my friend, the harper, would 
fain see my drawings for the angels I am to 
paint there, and it will save us the walk through 
the donjon court to the usual doors.'* 

Sir Vigraine took a key from a strap at his 
belt and handed it to the painter. ^ Bring it 
to me again when you return,** he observed, and 
was intent again upon his three rings. I saw 
Cimabue unlock the door at the end of the hall, 
and he and the harper went beyond into the 
darkness of the chapel. Presently Cimabue re- 
turned, and spoke to Biatriz, and she, hardly 
able to conceal her great emotion and joy, fol- 
lowed him through the door ; and, whereas Bia- 
triz and Florestane both disappeared, I could see 
the outline of the painter's white figure standing 
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straight just inside the portal, as it were keep- 
ing watch. Then I felt that all was happening 
as it should so far as it were possible for us to 
plan ; and I gave myself up to listening to the 
repartee going on between Lady Eugenie and 
Ulrich von Lichtenstein. 

** You must be more discreet,** she was say- 
^^g 9 ^^ jou are making me conspicuous, which is 
a shameful thing for a maiden ! '' 

" Oh," replied the old singer, pettishly, 
^^ since my attentions do not please you, I shall 
do your commandment and look elsewhere." 

This interpretation of her words was quite 
too literal. 

** Silly man ! " she ejaculated, coyly, ** do not 
be wroth! Do you not yet understand the ca- 
prices of a girl?" 

^* Nevertheless, to divert suspicion, I see that 
I must choose another friend," said Ulrich, with 
the most foolish leer I have ever seen. 

"Let it be a man, then, I conjure you," 
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giggled Lad; Eugenie, and they were again 
at peace. 

Then I saw Cimabue come forth from the 
chapel and walk leisurel; toward the group by 
the fire. He, too, evidently felt the need of 
keeping the baron well employed. 

" Sir UlHch," he said, as he sank lazily on 
a settle as if verily there was nothing on his 
mind beyond the wish to be agreeable, *' I haTe 
often wished to hear you tell how you once sub- 
mitted your lip to the surgeon's knife that yoo 
might the more readily please a fair lady." 

" Ah, a mere trifle," cried Sir Ulrich, much 
delighted at the opportunity to narrate his 
bravery. 

Lady Eugenie drew aside. " Faithless one ! ** 
she murmured, " for another ! " 

" Many years agone, lady," said Ulrich, hu^ 
riedly. 

" Tell us about it. Sir Ub-ich, I pray," s^ 
Sir Vigraine. 
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" Ah, it is little to tell,'* said Sir Ulrich, with 
much satisfaction, as he settled himself to make 
a story of it, " You know already how nature 
had played a freak with me, and how my lip 
was not like the lips of others. Now, you must 
know that such a thing is a vast hindrance in 
affairs of the heart — and so my lady told me. 
I saw that there was nothing for it but to see 
that this lip was straightened by the knife. So, 
as I had heard of a surgeon skilled to such 
works, I departed, and journeyed far from my 
love in order that I might be the more seemly 
to come near her again. For to succeed well 
with women, one must have sweet words with 
true deeds." 

" Verily, that is right,** remarked Sir Vigraine, 
sententiously. 

" For woman is capricious,** continued the 
minnesinger ; " the very qualities that make her 
our inspiration make her our peril! In that. 
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she is like all the best things of much value in 
this world — fire — quicksilver — '* 

^^And gold, and adamant, if she be a good 
woman/' said Cimabue. 

** Ay, that is all very good and commendable 
of the churches," replied Ulrich, " but for a 
lover — perchance fire and quicksilver are enough 
in a woman. Well, I journeyed on, my heart 
never leaving her, — ah, as I said in one of 
my songs at that time: 

« < Dreams are true while they last. 
And do we not live in dreams ? ' 

But whilst I thought of my love constantly, I 
knew that my thoughts would do me small ser- 
vice if I came not back with a comely face ; our 
thoughts women can know nothing of — they 
are never to be won by them. Ah, I shudder 
now as I remember the surgeon! The brute 
received me with divers instruments laid out, 
and many straps. Straps! For Ulrich von 
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Lichtenstein ! Oho! I refused to be bound. 
Then he urged upon me the great danger I 
was in — one little twitch might make my errand 
a failure. I drew myself up, and answered: 
' I came here of my own accord, and if any- 
thing happen amiss through fault of mine, I 
shall be alone to blame.' I heard no more of 
straps. I sat calmly, upon a bench; and the 
surgeon — he cut like a master, and I endured 
like a man." 

" Bravo ! " exclaimed Sir Vigraine ; ** this 
is courage passing out of measure ! " While 
Lady Eugenie gazed at him, murmuring low: 
" Ah, that it had not been for another ! *' 

Soon Master Cimabue rose and gave a sign 
to Florestane that he had best return, as his 
absence might be remarked. ** Master Harper ! " 
he cried (and instantly Florestane appeared at 
the door, and Biatriz glided b€u;k to her settle), 
" do you not know any of the songs of Ulrich 
von Lichtenstein, of great fame? '* 
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** Nay," replied the harper, " how should I 
be like to hear such? Is he not a German? I 
can learn no song in that tongue. Their lan- 
guage is like the barking of dogs." 

** Oh, my poor songs ! " cried Ulrich ; ** I love 
them all as goats love the spring ! But yet there 
be many that the jongleurs wiU not learn — 
they say that ordinary folk are not clever enough 
to appreciate them; yet many are light, good 
for dancing, and very cheerful. The martial 
ones, too, are gladly sung when in the jousts fire 
springs from helmets." 

Florestane said that he regretted that he could 

not please the minnesinger by rendering one 

of his songs, but he gave them one full as martial 

as any the clever Grerman ever composed — a 

song of the crusades by the famous Pons de 

Capdeuil, he who sailed away to war with a 

broken heart because he could not obtain his 

lady. 

^A brave song, truly," commented Sir 
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Vigraine, " but over-severe on those who choose 
rather to remain away from the infidel camp. 
They should remember that there be need of 
men at home. The weak need protection, else 
were malice free, and goodness and innocence 
never secure." 

This was as much as Florestane could endure. 
To hear Sir Vigraine talk of protecting the 
weak, made his blood boil with rage. 

" Ah, they rejoice among themselves in their 
dishonor," he cried, "these men who exempt 
themselves from the holy pilgrimage! But I 
tell them, as a prophet — a day will come when 
they must leave their castles, but" — here he 
raised a threatening finger — " they will leave 
with their feet in front of them, and their heads 
behind — lying motionless." 

" Surely, the greatest of men must die, some- 
time," admitted Sir Vigraine, " yet many noble 
barons feel the call of duty nearer home." 

" I know many a baron in many a high place," 
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said the harper, ^' who figure there as glass in 
a ring — to take such for diamonds would be 
an error." 

^ This is a droll old bard," cried Sir Vigraine. 
^ We have had enough of your songs for this 
night. Here is for your necessities!" and he 
cast a purse at Florestane's feet. 

The harper rose, and almost forgot himself 
so far as to stand erect. 

** No, Sir Vigraine de Bois," he said, ** since 
I do not please the master of the hall, I wiU 
ask you to keep your gold against some of these 
same weak ones come to plead for it while the 
men are at the wars." 

^^ The dog is insolent," muttered the baron, 
and Lady Eugenie rose, and said quietly to the 
harper, ^ Since my brother Is apt to be lightly 
and soon wroth, it will be well for you to with- 
draw before his ire is raised." 

And Lady Eugenie, followed by the faithful 
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minnesinger, conducted Florestane and me to 
the door. 

As we went out, Cimabue whispered to me, 
** Come early to the chapel and grind colors 
for me, and we will determine if there be not 
some mode of escape for the maid." 

I nodded, and my master and I went forth 
into the chill of the night. When we were away 
from the demesne, Florestane turned and looked 
at me in despair. 

" Oh, Peirol ! Peirol ! '' he cried, " think ! I 
am distraught and nigh mad! How can I save 
her? I am so powerless against this man who 
guards her so close! Thank Grod, no harm has 
come to her yet, — but we must fetch her away, 
and that soon. How can it be done? " 

" Belike a way will come,'* I replied, feeling 

far less hopeful than I tried to appear. ** The 

painter and I will see if we may not contrive 

a scheme for her escape. Trust us to leave no 

stone unturned," and, laying my hand to my 
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knife, I added : ^ And you know that if I see 
or know aught to be amiss, I shaU keep my 
vow by the help of my friendly blade. Any man 
who wrongs Biatriz shall die by my hand, though 
his vassals tear me limb from limb.'' 

I would have died two deaths to feel my 
master's embrace when I said this. 

** Courage ! " I urged, ** I will return to you 
to-morrow night with good news if it be possi- 
ble." 



164 




CHAPTER TEN 

I See the Light go Out 

\Ue returned that night to the hut of our 
friend the peasant, and in the morning we told 
him that we had not yet sufficient money to 
take us far on our way, and asked that we be 
permitted to remain under his roof for some days 
until we should be better able to resume our 
journey. Florestane said to him : " My friend 
has work to do by day, and I will labor with 
you in the fields in payment for our lodging.^ 
The peasant consented. In the morning, 
when I was starting to go to the castle, I looked 
back down the hill and saw Florestane in the 
smock of a laborer, going out with our host, and 
felt thankful that his hands at least were to be 
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employed during this agonizing day. I well 
recall the picture a* I saw it, — the blue figures 
moving on the green field which lay sheltered 
at the foot of gray stony mountains, whose lower 
slopes were clad with olive-trees of so neutral a 
green that they f onned a link of connection with 
the rocks above and the grass below. This dull 
background was relieved here and there by red 
clay cuff's and tall, dark cypress-trees. The 
little stone house was so nearly the color of the 
red soil, which clung about its foundations, that 
it appeared to be as natural a growth as the 
trees. 

I hod stayed in the chapel with Cimabue all 
day, but, in spite of my keeping •close to the 
keyhole of the door which led into the great 
hall, I had seen little to encourage me. Sir 
Vigrainc had gone to spend the day hunting 
with his harchounds, and once only I saw Bta- 
triz, as she and Lady Eugenie passed through 
the hall, followed almost at once by the vigilant 
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Jean, who never allowed her to stray from his 
side. 

So the days went on, and we seemed no nearer 
to accomplishing our purpose than before. The 
painter had nearly completed his task, and would 
be soon returning to his home, and then I should 
have no excuse for going to the castle. One 
day, on a sudden, Master Cimabue clapped his 
hand on his thigh, and threw down his brushes. 

" Why have I not thought of it before ! ** he 
ejaculated. 

« What? " I asked, breathless. 

" Why, in troth, there is small reason why 

Lady Biatriz should not go forth from the 

castle in your stead some evening ! " he cried. 

^^ If I can but have word of her, for a moment, 

we can arrange it ! Let her come in to see the 

progress of my work, and she shall change 

clothes with you — here, behind the rood-screen, 

she will be retired, — and then you may march 

straight to the tower-chamber and she go straight 
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to Florestane ! Are you of a mind to make this 
sacrifice? ** 

"Joyously!** cried I; "if they slay me it 
will be as nothing, if only my master may have 
his true love again. Besides, for that, it may 
be possible that I, with a man's strength, and a 
goodly rope, can escape from the window during 
the night. Ah, this is a brave conceit ! ** 

I drove about the stick in a jar of paint so 
fiercely, that Cimabue exclaimed : " Neverthe- 
less, pray remember that ultramarine is costly, 
and do not splash it on the ground thus reck- 
lessly ! ** 

" We will see to it to-morrow ! ** I exclaimed. 

" I will manage to slip a letter into Biatriz's 

hand this evening, and to-morrow — to-morrow 

she shall come at dusk and aU shall be right ! I 

will go home and prepare Florestane that he 

will find his love to-morrow night instead of me» 

and to be ready to fly upon the instant.** 

My master was overcome when I told him 
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of our plan. ^* But it involves you in some dan- 
ger, good Peirol," he said. "Are you sure 
that you can escape from the window? '* 

^^ Did I learn to be an acrobat and juggler in 
my youth for naught? " I asked. *^ I know that 
I am in no danger.'' I was conscious that this 
was not the truth, for one could hardly expect 
to pass unmolested beyond the guards who were 
stationed about the castle, but I made light of 
the risk lest his conscience should grow morbid, 
— as though the life of a mere moimtebank 
should weigh against such odds! 

^^ And you were able to give Biatriz the let- 
ter? '* Florestane asked. 

^^ Ay," said I, ** I lurked about the outer 
door until I saw her come across the hall with 
Lady Eugenie, and then I entered, saying that 
I was on my way to ask the cook if he could 
spare some charcoal for the painter's brazier, 
and, as Lady Eugenie turned to direct me to 
the proper door, — it was done ! " 
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I laughed and rubbed my hands with glee, 
and my master smiled also, but his laugh was 
scant of mirth. 

When I left him the next morning, I bade 
him farewell, " For,*' I said, " you and Biatriz 
must make speed to be far away, so I cannot 
follow you; I shall not leave the castle until 
midnight." And he bade me Grodspeed, with 
tears in his eyes, and beseeching me to meet 
him at Les Baux in a few days. They would ride 
there at once. 

** I shall have some protection in my native 
town," he said, ^^and Biatriz will be my wife 
this night, for I will stop at the abbey long 
enough to ask the good friars to bless us on 
our journey." 

So, trusting that all might fortune well, I 
sped away to the castle with a light heart and 
a well-whet knife. 

I sat on my high seat on the scaffold making 
a mixture of vencda and lime for an under tint, 
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wishing for the dusk, when I heard a slight 
sound at the door leading into the hall. In- 
stantly I left my perch, and ran to the door. 
Biatriz's voice spoke to me. *^ Peirol," she said, 
"is that you?" 

It is I, lady," I answered. 
None other is there but the painter? " she 
asked. 

" No one, lady." 

Then I heard a crackling sound as of parch- 
ment being thrust into a small space, and imder 
the door appeared a smaU bit, folded across. 

"You will come at dusk?" I asked. There 
was no reply, and I heard her steps moving away 
from the door. I placed my eye to the keyhole, 
and saw the lazy, careless-looking figure of Jean 
come in at a door on the other side. 

I grasped the parchment and took it back 
to the scaffold, where Cimabue and I read it 
together. 

" It would mean your life," was there writ, 
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*^ and I would not accept such a coward's escape. 
I may find a way. Wait in the forest beyond the 
north side of the chapel.'' 

We gazed blankly at each other, and I fell to 
sobbing, being unnerved at having our plans 
set aside. 

^ She can have no idea how carefully she is 
guarded," moaned Cimabue. ^^ Alack! She 
should have trusted us better! She can have 
no plan that will not miscarry, and then she 
will be in a worse plight than ever ! " 

** I will remain in the chapel this night," said 
I, ^ for whatever it is that she contemplates, she 
may need assistance. Florestane will be waiting 
in the disguise of the harper, at dusk, near the 
outer gates. Do you go, Signor Cimabue, and 
give this missive to him, and bid him await me, 
if it be all night." 

So there I sat the whole even. I heard the 
sound of feasting in the great hall, for the 
baron had many of his retainers at a feast that 
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evening, and the drink was heavy and the mirth 
light. I looked upon occasion, and I saw Biatriz 
sitting by the master of the castle ; and it seemed 
to me that she was right merry, so I felt sure 
that her mind must be at ease for her to disport 
herself so. Then, as I looked again, a chill caught 
my heart, and a doubt. What if she were not 
contemplating escape? What if her refusal to 
accept our terms should not be on account of 
the danger to me, but should proceed from a 
willingness to accept this life of luxury after 
all? Now that Florestane was an outcast, might 
it be possible that her feelings had so shifted 
that she began to feel that her former lover 
was in truth more to her advantage? Then I 
dismissed these unworthy suspicions, and began 
to pace up and down the empty, cold chapel in 
the dark, recalling, for the better strengthening 
of my faith, the scenes at the poet's bedside, 
when he was first brought wounded to the castle 
some months before. Then the fiend would 
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tempt me again, and words uttered by Biatriz 
herself would come hiunming back to me — 
words used by her at the Court of Love, when 
she had defended her conduct, saying: ^^ Wordi 
spoken lightly may not be kept nor saved ! ^ and 
again, ** I am sorry that my words were taken 
more seriously than they were purposed,'' show- 
ing that she had somedeal committed herself to 
Sir Vigraine de Bois; and then my love and 
loyalty would come to my aid, and I would be 
quite sure of Biatriz — as sure of her as of 
my master. 

As the hours waxed later the guests gradually 
left the hall, and at last I saw that all had 
gone save Biatriz. Sir Vigraine and his sister 
had gone forth with certain guests, to the outer 
doors, and I heard them returning by a door 
at my right. Sir Vigraine was speaking angrily 
to Lady Eugenie. 

*^ Sister ! I am amazed !" he was saying, ''that 
a woman of your years should know no better 
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than to be discovered by all your guests em- 
bracing a strange man behind a door ! " 

^* He is no strange man," remarked the lady, 
resentfully. " You know naught of love and 
how it may flower forth into a wide tree in a 
single hour ! " 

** Gro to rest,** said her brother, sharply, ** and 
forget Sir Ulrich for as many hours as you 
have loved him. This is a stark scandal ! " 

Lady Eugenie, abashed, betook herself away 
at once. The baron strode across the hall to 
the settle before the chimneyplace, which gave 
me an excellent opportunity to watch him, as 
this was directly at the opposite end of the 
hall from the chapel door. As he threw himself 
down sullenly, Biatriz rose from her seat by 
the window. 

" ShaD I retire, my lord?** she asked; and 
my heart stood still — for surely, there was that 
in her voice that was vastly more complaisant 
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than any tone she had used hitherto in speaking 
to him. 

** As you will,** replied Sir Vigraine. But the 
maiden still remained standing, so he, who was 
bred to chivalry, rose also, and stood opposite 
to her ; I liked not her hesitancy in withdrawing. 
He perceived this, and, in a low tone, he ex" 
claimed : *^ Ah, Biatriz, will you not learn to 
show me a little love and fair looks? ** 

Biatriz looked down, and toyed with the ends 
of the drooping golden girdle which was the 
only ornament adorning her long straight dress 
of scarlet. 

^^ I cannot well make the advances, my lord,'' 
she said. 

Now the blood seemed to dance before m^ 
eyes, so greatly did this answer enrage me. If 
I had not heard it with my own ears I would 
not have believed that she could have been sd 
false. 
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Sir Vigraine took a step toward her, saying, 
eagerly, " What mean you? " 

And she then threw back her head, and smiled 
that witching smile which I had so often ad- 
mired, and which I now suddenly hated. 

" * Who does not hunt is slow to find the 
game,' " she quoted, looking at him squarely. 

Sir Vigraine would have clasped her in his 
arms, but the faithless woman would be coy a 
little while. She motioned him back with raised 
hand, while she said, *^ You have done me great 
courtesy, and I wish you to believe that I ap- 
preciate it. Perchance I have misjudged you. 
I crave your forgiveness.*' 

She seated herself upon the settle, and he 
drew close to her, with triumphant happiness. 

She shrank back slightly. " Stay,'* she said, 
•* stay a little. All shall be right in time — but 
this is new and strange — '* 

He made a gesture of impatience, and mut- 
tered something. Then, controlling himself, 
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he answered, " I will respect you. There be 
men who, when they meet with good success, are 
rendered barbarous and assured; but I am of 
a better and more generous nature.'* 

To hear this man prate of his virtues made 
me grind my teeth. 

" Ay, Sir Vigraine,*' murmured Biatriz, draw- 
ing nearer to him, ** I little thought that ever 
would I trust you as I trust you now." 

Oh, the wicked falsifier! To play my dear 
master such a trick ! It was well for them both 
that the chapel door was locked! 

Sir Vigraine basked fondly in her smiles. 
** Ah, right dear lady, you are not unmindful 
of my fidelity and devotion!'' he breathed, so 
low that I had to strain my ears to hear him. 
" Biatriz — sweet, true friend — I sojourn here 
in such bliss that I wish dawn and day might 
never appear, for the fairest lady in the world 
is mine, and little do I heed the poet ! " 

As he spoke these daring words, Biatriz shiv- 
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ered, and I was glad to see that she had still 
a trace of womanly feeling left, for a shade 
crossed her face. Nevertheless, she sat forward 
and fixed her eyes upon those of her companion. 

" Look 8te€uiily in my eyes,'* she said, slowly, 
and he obeyed her, fascinated and awed by the 
mystic look in her face, " and swear that you 
will not forget all your promises when the day 
of illusion is done — " 

** There is no illusion ! " murmured the baron, 
spellbound, " the day will never pass ! " 

But it was only torture to me to continue 

watching them. I turned away sick at heart, 

and my soul cried, "Florestane! Florestcuie! 

What am I to tell you? " I sat down and leaned 

my brow upon my hand, unable to face the brave, 

true man who had been so wronged. After a 

moment I returned to the door, urged by that 

curious interest which all mankind feel in sights 

which cause them pain. I saw Biatriz rise and 

stand firm before Sir Vigraine with both her 
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hands behind her back. She said : ^ Prove that 
you are a true and chivahrous lover, and ask 
no more of me this night." 

I saw him bow low, and lift her garment's 
hem to his lips. 

^^ I bow to your commands," he said, in a 
kind of thraU ; " may you rest well." 

** I bid you good night, my lord," said Biatriz ; 
" may you sleep well, and soundly." 

She glided out of the room, and he left the 
hall presently by the door on the other side. 

At almost the same moment Jean and one of 
the servitors came in. 

^^ Hi ! but that was good wine ! " exclaimed 
the menial, with a certain gurgle in his voice 
which announced that he had taken more than 
enough. 

^^ A little more will not come amiss," assented 
Jean, approaching the table, and raising a half- 
full cup to his lips. Then he tried to walk 
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straight, and failed. His companion laughed 
boisterously. 

" The bigger the — swig,'* he hiccoughed, 
"the bolder the — swagger!" and they both 
laughed, and fell to upon a flagon. 

" Ah, that is the truest wine of aU ! '^ said 
Jean, after a long draught. " I fared better 
than you at the feast. When they were all 
drinking the health of Sir Vigraine, my Lady 
Biatriz held up a cup to me (I was behind her 
chair), and told me to drink with the rest. Ah, 
that is a winsome lady for you ! " 

He staggered aimlessly about in the room, 
tilting forward on his toes until I thought he 
would fall. A rush-light was burning somewhat 
dimly in a dark comer. Jean approached it 
with a leer. 

** What a bright eye ! " he remarked, with his 

head on one side. Then he passed certain foolish 

gestures at the light, and his companion giggled 

hysterically. Jean, encouraged by the servitor's 
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appreciation, continued his mirth, with that self- 
conscious faith in his own wit peculiar to men 
who be drunken. 

"You've got another eye, I dare swear!** 
he exclaimed, " but you're winking at me, so 
you've e'en shut it." Then, with an accession 
of mirthful indignation, he lunged at the rush- 
light. " Stop it ! " he cried, " I won't have you 
wink at me! You'd make but a slippery help- 
meet. Til put you out ! " and he blew out the 
flame, sinking down upon the floor in a heap 
from the exertion. 

I felt degradation communicated to me by all 
that I had seen that night. I stole out into the 
cold starlight, trembling with the pain of an- 
tidpation. 

When I had left the gates, I saw the dim out- 
line of Florestane waiting there with two horses. 
As I drew nearer, he came quickly forward. 

" Alone? " he gasped. 

** Alone," I answered. And, after trying to 
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command my voice, I sank down piteously to the 
ground, clasping his knees, and crying, ^^Ah, 
dearest master ! If my heart's blood might help 
you, every drop of it would flow exultant ! " 

He was terrified. He sank on his knees beside 
me. " Peirol ! " he cried. " Dear Peirol ! Has 
harm adventured to her? Answer me, I conjure 
you ! '' 

And, with weeping and sorrow, I told him 
what I had seen. He knew that I was not lying 
— I was too keenly stricken myself. 

When I had finished, he stood still for a 
moment, and then, with a wild laugh, he strode 
to where our horses were tied. 

" To horse ! " he cried, wildly, " to horse ! " 
and, without knowing why, I flung myself into 
the saddle at his bidding, and we galloped far 
off into the night, — past the peasant's hut — 
past the castle of the Princess Melicendra — 
past the outskirts of the town — on and on, 
across the marches. At last, in terror at his mad 
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mood, I called to him: " Whither go we? " and 
answer was flung back : ^^ To end it aU ! Follow 
me! Stay by me, you, my only friend — who 
would have given your life for me — follow 
me!'' 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

A Voice OMi of the Dark 

OUT dear Florestane did not end his life 
after that mad ride, else had I not taken the 
pains to write his history. He was fated to live 
longer, and he was destined to pass through the 
vale of suffering to the heights of patience and 
self-control, where the light of an inner peace 
should illumine all the dark places. 

There was a long struggle. There was the 
fight for strength to go on living alone; there 
was the effort made to control his desire for the 
repose of death and oblivion, and the gradual 
mastering of his first cowardly impulse toward 
escape. I stayed by him through it aU, and, 
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whether we spent our nights in castles or in 
huts or in the orchards and fields (as we did later 
when the spring came to warm us and to coax 
us back to cheer), yet I was able to see each 
day that my poet had himself more and more 
in leash, and that his mind was becoming grad- 
uaUy tuned to bear his sorrow, and to continue 
his work in the world. 

Marvellous songs came to him in his trouble. 
I was often awaked in the dead of the night by 
the unexpected light of a rush burning by his 
bedside; and I would thank Grod and compose 
myself to sleep again with the more joy when 
I saw that he had arisen and was busily writing 
the verses that had come between him and his 
grief. There is no gift on earth so divine as 
that of the poet, for it means that in a man's 
self, though hardly to be either summoned or 
stifled at his will, lies the power to soothe his 
cares and sanctify his sorrows. Truly, the 
Almighty must intend these his Uessed ones 
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to use this solace which he has implanted in their 
souls. 

After the first Florestane never spoke of Bia- 
triz. In his chastened grief he was as one who 
is so sad that he has lost the sense of sorrow, 
and who would fain bury his suffering in forget- 
fulness. The light of his life had gone out; 
and with the same philosophy that is shown by 
the blind man who learns at once to develop his 
sense of touch, so Florestane, being in darkness, 
turned his attention to discover what this dark- 
ness would yield him ; but he wished not to tor- 
ment himself beyond his strength by constantly 
keeping before him the vivid remembrance of 
the cause of his affliction. 

We journeyed to many places to sing, for 
we must needs live and earn the means. Flores- 
tane wished not now to go back to Les Baux, nor 
to see any of his old acquaintance about Belle- 
franche, so we travelled ever eastward (he and 
I still going toward the sunrise as we had in our 

187 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

first journey together), and sang our way along 
through that marvellous country where the hills 
reach to the sea, until we came into Italy. There 
was no reason why we should arrive quickly 
at any place, — we only moved from spot to 
spot because of the unrest that was in us, — 
and so it fortuned that many months passed 
in this way. After the heat of summer was 
upon us we rested, going only short distances 
in the cool of the night. Finally the heat gave 
place to the crisp living air of October, and 
Florestane seemed renewed in body and spirit 
to work again, and so new zeal inspired us both. 
One day I was rejoiced when my master sug- 
gested that we should travel to Bologna and see 
the noble universitv and the famous church of 
S. Domenico, where Nicolo Pisano and his 
pupils had just been carving goodly adornments 
on the sarcophagus of the saint, whose bones 
He there. 

So from Grenoa, where we then were, we left 
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the sea and plodded onward across the land until 
we came to the great city of learning and art. 
We were much interested also to see the two tall 
towers which stand at varying angles; they 
both lean much, but I could tell no reason why 
any man who could have built a tower straight 
up, should prefer to make it look as if it were 
going to fall. Surely one does not care to 
study the grotesque and curious on so large a 
scale. I would not like my city to be famous 
chiefly for a building which defied all the laws 
of nature and grace. But it must be remem- 
bered that this same city of Bologna is the 
source of most of the learning of Italy, and that 
the very men who may look out of their windows 
upon this monstrous frivolity in bricks, are en- 
gaged in the pursuit of the most solemn and 
serious studies. 

With the winter cold Florestane seemed to 
expand, and in proportion as he had once loved 

the sunshine and the lilt of a love-song, so he 
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now appeared to revel in the frost and the nigged 
sternness of the war-cry. We stayed some time 
in Bologna, and each day Florestane became 
more and more inspired by the life of the in- 
tellect which was aU about him, and I saw 
that whereas his character had formerly pos- 
sessed the joy and hopeful ardor of the spring, 
now the force and restraint and chastening of 
winter was creeping aU too early upon him. 

As the festivities of Christmas drew nearer, 
Florestcuie suggested that we should turn our 
steps south, and go down into Tuscany. I was 
glad that my dear poet began to wish again for 
a more genial climate ; for I had a strange kind 
of conceit that in time these two degrees of 
disposition would be blent into a more temperate 
quality, and that with an environment of less 
austerity he would develop again the sympathetic 
and gentler side of his nature. 

So we travelled until we came to that city 
which stands like a lily upon the Amo's banks 
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— Florence the beautiful. We arrived there on 
a Sunday, passing in at the gate when the sun 
was just risen to such a point that the towers of 
the city were all topped with light. When we 
had found shelter for ourselves and our horses, 
and had broken our fast, we set out to walk 
upon the river-bank to stretch our legs after our 
long ride. 

When we had gone some quarter of a league, 
we descried in the distance many people coming 
in our direction. 

" They are going to church," said I. " See, 
dear master, that must be the fine Church of 
La Trinity which Messer Nicolo Pisano built 
some years agone.*' We turned into a side street 
to remark the edifice, and as we rounded a comer 
we were much surprised and joyed to come upon 
our old friend Signor Cimabue. He was clothed 
in white, as was formerly his habit, and he led 
by the hand a little child — a boy some five or 
six years of age. 
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We stopped and exchanged greetings, and 
no man of Italy ever met a man of France with 
more expression of affection from each to other. 

Master Cimabue told us that he was wending 
his way to matins, and asked that we should 
accompany him. He was in much distress to 
hear of the sad ending of Florestane's love. 
** No," he said, " I never saw the lady again after 
Peirol had gone that even from the chapel ; you 
know I left Belief ranche within a few days, and 
while I was there I had no opportunity to learn 
more about her welfare. I have often won- 
dered,'* he continued, " why Florestane and yoa 
disappeared so mysteriously that night, and in- 
deed I am in distress at knowing the reason." 

All this time the little boy had been regarding 
us gravely. He had a strange, shrewd look for 
his age. There was somewhat about his ex- 
pression that made me think of an owlet, for his 
nose was long and slightly drooping, while his 
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large, steady eyes seemed to penetrate beyond 
the roving glance of childhood. 

" This is no son of yours? *' I asked. 

"Truly, no," said the painter. '* There is 
small likeness between this wise little person and 
myself. He is the son of my neighbor Alighieri, 
but he often comes to walk with me, and attends 
divine service.'* 

Florestane smiled indulgently at the child. 
" And what is your name, little master? " he 
inquired. 

" Dante,'' replied the child. ** And who are 
you? Are you a traveller? " 

" I am somcdeal of a traveller these days," 
said Florestane, amused by the earnestness of 
the little one. 

" That is what I shall be when I am a man,'' 
8«ud Dante, solemnly. ** I like to go on jour- 
neys and see strange places. One day I went to 
Fiesole." 
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He looked so important as he said this, that 
the men perforce laughed. 

Cimabue wagged his head. ^ I do prophesy," 
he saidy ^Hhat this child is destined to have a 
great future. He sits like a dreamer much of 
his time; but a hopeful item is his feeling for 
artists; perchance it is not only we older ones 
who feel drawn to budding genius — it may be 
that they in their turn feel a kind of lodestone 



m us." 



As we came to the church door, the painter 
called the boy to the stoup, and Dante stood 
still while Cimabue dipped his fingers in the holy 
water and made the sign of the cross on the 
child's brow. Then we all went into the church 
together. 

It so adventured that we sat near the ambo. 
I will admit that I was weary, and the droning 
sounds and the close odor of incense made me 
lose myself for what seemed like a moment. But 
it must have been more, for when I awaked 
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the sermon was being preached. I became con- 
scious first that all the folk about me were leaning 
eagerly forward listening more intently than 
I thought was their wont. Then, as my brain 
cleared, I was conscious of a bell-like voice ring- 
ing through the church. I looked up into the 
pulpit with a sort of start. There stood a man 
calculated to inspire great fascination by his 
appearance alone, had he been saying nothing. 
He was medium in height, rising of sixty years. 
He spoke with the accent of Lombardy. His 
eyes moved slowly like those of a crouching lion, 
and the words came from him with fervor. 
" Treasures hid in the earth have no value for 
any one,'' he said. " Knowledge is no power 
if a man keep it in his own brain. When a man 
will be wise, he will study to please both God 
and the world. These two are not at conflict, 
whatever you may have heard to the contrary. 
Without honesty man cannot please Grod — and 
can he prosper in the world without honesty and 

I9S 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

fidelity? No! If your disposition be evil* what 
will you do? Will you cry, 'This is fate; 
I cannot rise above it? ' No! Take your char- 
acter f eatly in hand, — wrestle with your nature 
until it is changed. Then will you please both 
Grod and the world; not the evil spirit in the 
world, but the world of men — the world of 
striving humanity — the world which God made 
and which he found was good, and which has 
part of his image stamped upon it! God is in 
his beautiful world ! Believe this to your soul's 
health ! " 

The man drew himself up, and it was as if he 
had gained a cubit. He looked lofty and scorn- 
ful, and turned with slow dignity and high 
abstracted mood to leave the pulpit. As he 
strode across the sanctuary I saw that his dress 
was as that of a friar, but that it lacked the 
distinctive mark of any order. People were 
asking all about us: ''Who is he? Whence 

came he?" Presently a young priest walked 
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down through the church. Master Cimabue 
stepped forward and asked him who the preacher 
was. 

" We know not," answered the priest, ** but 
Father Girolamo was ill, and this man came and 
told us that he was a preaching friar and would 
speak to the people. But it was venturesome 
doctrine. I know not how to think of him.*' 

As we passed through the door we saw the 
friar going before us. We paused and watched 
him moving with slow step and bent head, when 
of a sudden Cimabue cried : *^ See Dante ! Mark 
where the child is ! " and we saw that the little 
boy had run up to the friar and plucked his 
garment. The hood fell back from the gray 
hair of the preacher. He turned so sweet and 
gentle a smile upon the child that we marvelled, 
having regarded him as sterner than he now 
seemed. He stooped to listen to something which 
the child said to him. Dante laughed as the 
friar replied to him, and they talked a moment. 
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Then we came up with them, and Cimabue saidy 
'* Your pardon, father, that the child should 
intrude upon you ! '* 

** He does not intrude,*' exclaimed the 
preacher, whose face was radiant ; '* he said that 
since I had preached to the men and they seemed 
pleased, it would be well if I should preach to 
the children also! So I have been reading him 
a little sermon. Dear child," he continued, ^^ you 
have wisdom for your years; let it never grow 
less." Pointing to a statue of the Virgin which 
stood near, he added : ^^ Keep yourself true, and 
think of all women as being pure as marble. 
Well would it have been for me had I never 
looked beyond the marble girls on the font at 
the castle where I lived." 

^^ Did you live in a castle?" asked Dante^ 
eagerly. 

^^ Ay, I did ; and I have had five other castles 
given to me, and have sold them and distributed 
the moneys to the poor, and now I am happier, 
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though men do not know so much as my name 
— or, knowing that, they know not where to 
find me. Fame is much, child, — but a good 
conscience is of more worth." 

Dante was silent, gazing in the strange, slow- 
moving eyes of the preacher. ** Won't you tell 
me your name?*' he asked. "I would like to 
know it." 

The friar bent low, and whispered into the 
boy's ear. Then, with a quick glance at us, he 
muttered a benediction over the child, with the 
sign of the cross, and hurried away. We stood 
looking after him. 

" A strange man," said Florestane. ** But I 
agree with him. He blent wisdom and folly 
to my liking." Then Cimabue took the child's 
hand, to lead him home. 

" What did he whisper to you, Dante? " he 
asked. 

" He whispered that his name was Sordello," 
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replied the boy, without show of interest, ^ and 
that no one would ever hear of him again." 

Florestane and Cimabue looked at each other 
an instant, and then the troubadour cried, im* 
pulsively : ^^ The greatest singer in the earth ! 
I must follow him ! " and he rushed down the 
narrow, twisting street. But no trace of the 
friar could he find. He returned disconsolate, 
for well he knew now why the preacher had held 
us all. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

How mcmy Things may Fortune tii Small Space 

\U HHiST we made stay in Florence, I began 
to see the change that I had hoped for in the 
disposition of the troubadour. Florestane be- 
came less melancholy, and I found him often 
talking with the child Dante, who seemed greatly 
to comfort him. Also he went regularly to the 
churches, and heard mass, besides visiting the 
monks and friars and discussing with them. 
Although he never said so, I could see that the 
words of Bordello had taken root in his heart. 

One day tidings reached us that a parliament 
had been held in Paris by King Louis, on Candle- 
mas Day, and that another crusade was to start 
so soon as it could be equipped. On the day when 
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this news reached us, Florestane sat sHent for 
many hours in deep thought. At night he said 
to me : " Peirol, I believe it is my duty to take 
the cross. Will you go with me? " 

Now, though this was said in few words, I 
knew my master well enough to be assured that 
he would not have made the statement hastily 
or unconsidered. So I answered him, ^^ I will 
go where you go." 

And I went with my master, but many a time 
after that did I wish that I had pleaded with 
him even as the Sire de Joinville had pleaded 
with King Louis, that he should abandon his 
design. 

We travelled westward into France again, and 
came to Aigues Mortes in May, in time to 
sail with the fleet. Now I suppose there be many 
who were so moved by a high purpose that they 
saw only the glory in this journey; but for me, 
who was not inflamed by holy zeal, and who 
went only that I might be with Florestane, I 
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was not so gifted that I could look above the 
squalor of it. As I review the experience of 
this voyage to Tunis, I seem to see, instead of 
the stalwart figures of the warriors as they 
boarded our vessel, the limp bodies of these 
same men a day later, when they were sunk in 
the piteous plight of seasickness. Instead of 
the pennons and gay flags that decked our 
rigging when we left port, I can remember only 
the dirty and ill-savored sails, stained with the 
tar and oil used of necessity about the ship. 
In all, it was a sorry experience, and we were 
glad to set foot on shore. And then followed the 
hideous scenes of battle and illness, — of half- 
fed men dying in the camp, of insufficient num- 
bers of crusaders attacked by the army of Tunis, 
and forced to give battle — and all this amid 
a noisome heat in the languishing months of 
summer. It is small marvel that it ended as it 
did, with the death of our noble sovereign. King 
Louis, and the return of the crusaders. 
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There was one fearsome night which I shall 
never be able to think of without a chill oours- 
ing through m; blood. There had been a sharp 
fra;, and I knew that Florestane was in the thick 
of it, and yet afterward, when the field was de- 
serted, he did not return. One of two things 
had assuredly happened. Either the infidels 
had him a prisoner, or he was lying on the field 
— dead or wounded. I stole forth in the dark- 
ness, and shivered as I looked upon the blackness 
of it all. I could see almost nothing. It was 
very horrible to know that on all sides lay the 
dead and dying warriors, and yet to be able 
to see only a few rods around. Had I been 
there by day it would have been frightful to me 
to look forth and view the ground strewed with 
wrecks of helmets and shields, of swords and 
saddle-bows, but by night it was even worse to 
grope one's way among heads and shoulders 
cloven to the belt, — stumbling over lances pro- 
jecting from the breasts of the wounded, with 
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the dull sounds of groaning all about me, and 
here and there a sharp cry of pain; sometimes 
I encountered a charger wandering bereft of 
his rider. The tension was such that I felt that 
something in my brain might break, and that 
I should then lack power to pursue my way. 
I was attracted in a certain direction by the 
sounds of voices talking quite in ordinary tones. 
I drew nearer, and was not long in discovering 
that the persons who were thus conversing were 
a pair of those vile creatures who haunt the 
scenes of carnage in order to enrich themselves 
by the spoils of the victims. As I came up with 
them, I could distinguish that they were bend- 
ing over a prostrate body. One of them said 
to the other: 

" Cut off the hand ; it is the quickest way." 

And then, as I sprang forward to stay such 

sacrilege, I heard a husky voice from the ground 

exclaim, " I part with it only with my life ! *' 

and I saw Florestane — my dear master — 
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struggle vainly to his knees, trying to defeoA 
the bracelet which the depredators were endeav- 
oring to wrench from him. And I leaped up<»i 
them with my ahort knife, crying, "And my 
life into the bargain ! " It was only an instant 
of time before I had put them to flight, for 
the§e mean-spirited carrion be ever cowards; 
then I turned in great anguish to find the trou- 
badour lying as if dead. I shall never be sure 
how it was that strength came to me, enabling 
me to carry him in safety to the camp. Days 
of fever followed, and I learned from his wan- 
dering mind more than I had ever elidted from 
his voluntary utterance — how he still thought 
<Hily of Biatriz, and how the great wound which 
the surgeon cared for was as nothing compared 
to the deeper wound which bad so long been 
silently bleeding. 

After this followed the dread voyage home, 
when the crusaders, in deep sorrow and mourn- 
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ingy returned with their mute leader to their 
native land. 

Florestane had gained somedeal, and was 
sufficiently recovered of his hurt for us to pro- 
ceed with the funeral cortege into France. We 
all wept much on the day when we were met 
by the Sire de Joinville, who was come with his 
train to escort his dead hero, Louis of France. 
The old knight was much shaken, and indeed 
we were obliged to stay our progress for a day, 
that he might recover his strength before con- 
tinuing the sad journey. My master supped 
with him that night, and told me how they had 
talked of the monarch. 

^^ I felt sure that this crusade would be his 
death,'* said the Sire de Joinville. "When I 
was with him in Paris, before it was decided 
that the crusade was to be ordered, I had a 
vision. Yes," said the warrior, mysteriously 
drawing nearer to Florestane, " God so willed 
it that I fell asleep through matins, and I saw 
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in my Tision the king before ao attar, and there 
came three prelates and put on him a red duw- 
uble, and then I knew that the king would take 
the cross again. I wept full sore, for I consider 
that all who counselled him to go on this voyage 
conmiitted deadly sin; but it was no use that 
I wept. On the morrow, King Louis took the 
cross." 

Florestane said softly, " You had a deep and 
great love for your king." 

" I served him for twenty years,** replied the 
old kni^t, the tears coursing down his rugged 
cheeks. " He was a saint." 

Florestane bowed his head in sympathy. 
" You knew him better than any man in France, 
Sire de JoinviUe," he said. 

" I believe that is true," said his companitm. 
" And some day I pray that God will give me 
fitness to write down what I know, so that all 
men in France and those that come after tOMJ 
know him as truly as I do." 
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When the mourners took up their burden 
again, turning their steps to Paris, Florestane 
and I parted from the sad procession. The 
time was now come for the poet to begin to 
sing again, and he determined to proceed west- 
ward; for there comes a time even in sorrow 
when the soul harks back to early associations; 
and if a man's whole life has been spent in one 
country, like Provence, it is certain that a pro- 
longed stay in any other land seems like exile, 
and he will return at last with that love of native 
soil which is in all sons of France. 

Now, though the Princess Melicendra had 
banished my master, yet there was much country 
about Belief ranche where she held no sway; 
and there we determined to rest until Flores- 
tane's full vigor of strength should return to 
him, and he could go farther and visit Les Baux 
again. 

So, when we came to the Abbey Church out- 
side the walls of the town, in spite of the thrill- 
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ing memories with which it was associated, Flo- 
restane set his teeth and controlled his emotions, 
and asked the friars to shelter us. The good 
brothers took us to their hearts, for they knew 
my master, and remembered his betrothal in their 
church, and also the production of the Miracle 
of St. Denis, which had caused such a stir in 
the country-side ; and there we remained awhile, 
Florestane's health improving rapidly. 

One day I had opportunity to speak with one 
of the friars concerning Sir Vigraine and Bia- 
triz. He knew little about such affairs, of 
course ; but he told me that a rumor had reached 
them in their seclusion, that there was a lady 
at the baron's castle, who had formerly been 
in the court of Princess Mclicendra, but he 
had no further details than that the princess 
had been much displeased at the scandal, and 
that Sir Vigraine was no longer welcome at her 
castle. 

All>oit this abbey where we stayed was not 

210 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

an Important one, it ranked well as to its library ; 
and Florestane had much pleasure in studying 
the valuable books with which it was stocked. 

I went into the scriptorium with the brother 
with whom I had parlance, and he showed me 
many of the monks sitting there, writing, paint- 
ing, preparing parchment, and grinding their 
colors. When I told him that I had e'en ground 
colors for the celebrated Tuscan, he was greatly 
pleased, and said that he would ask the prior 
to give me work in the scriptorium. " For," 
said he, ^^ there sits a brother mixing pigments, 
who is right feat with the pen; and it is waste 
of his time to be doing the work of one less 
skilled in his art.'* 

In a few days I was told that the monks would 
esteem it a kindness if I would employ myself 
with the illimiinators of the manuscripts; and 
I began regularly to labor each day preparing 
the colors for the artists. It was my fortune 
to be seated next a young friar who had great 
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skill, and who knew the art of laying gold upon 
vellum so that it shone like a mirror. This 
youth seemed to deem it irksome to keep the 
strict silence that is ever imposed upon the work- 
ers among books; and upon occasion he would 
lay his head sidewise and whisper to me, with 
the smile of one who would appreciate the good 
things of the world, should they come his way. 
One day he signified that I should approach 
and look at what he was doing. I was amaxed 
to see, drawn and colored, though carefully dis- 
guised by the foliate forms of his design, a 
tiny portrait of the brother who was in the 
habit of preaching to us. Upon examining 
the work more carefully, I found that this 
brother in the miniature was shod with hoofs, 
and that horns grew upon his temples, beneath 
his cowl. I expostulated, whispering that this 
was A villainous trick to play upon the poor 
worthy man; but my friend raised his brows, 
find laying his finger beside his nose, replied, 
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^^ If you had known him as long as I have, you 
would agree that it is the truest portrait that was 
ever painted." Clearly these brothers knew each 
other's faults, living as they did in constant and 
secluded intimacy; I bethought me how well 
it was that silence was observed in the scrip- 
torium, and no gossip permitted ; else had scan- 
dal aired her bat's wings over-successfully. Yet, 
truly, most of these men were holy and conse- 
crated in their work. (In all flocks there be 
some black sheep.) I was interested to read in 
the books the last messages of the scribes who 
had writ them, these words which are called 
the " Explicit.** I recall one which said, " As 
often as I have writ the name of the Lord in 
this book, so often may it please the Almighty 
to enter my name in the Book of Life." 

After we had been in the monastery for two 
or three weeks, Florestane called me to his ceU 
one evening just as the brothers had all filed 
into the church for complines. I saw that he 
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was about to onnouDce to me some det«niiiiiaticHit 
for he looked exactly as he had looked (»i the 
day when he told me he meant to take the ctom. 

" Peirol," he laid, " I have been thinking 
much of late, and have come to conclusion that 
it is right for me to cast in my lot with these 
good friars and remain here, doing what good 
I may, for the rest of my life." 

" Alas, master," I expostulated, ** the cloister 
afFords but a mean scope for your genius ! " 

He turned upon me quickly. " It was good 
enough for Sordello," he said. 

I had nothing to reply. Tliis was the wont 
plight I had ever been called to face ; for would 
it not mean separation between usP My master 
read my thoughts, I believe, for he added, softly, 
" You have ever stayed by me in all my trials. 
Can you remain with me now ? " 

I spoke huskily. " I would gladly stay were 
you permitted to keep me as your servant. Bui 
I am not worthy to become a monk." 
ai4 
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Florestane rose quickly^ and strode across his 
ceU. 

" Worthy ! " he exclauned. " Will you cast 
your eyes abroad and see what monks are doing? 
Follow some of these hooded Judases into the 
wine-shops and brothels, and then do you tell 
me that you are not worthy? What greater 
virtue is there possible for a man than that he 
lay down his life for his friend? And have you 
not been in peril of doing this again and again? 
Have you ever flinched from the ordeal? No, 
my good Peirol! If all monks were as worthy 
as you, — if I myself were as worthy as you, — 
it were right well for the Church of Grod. But 
put aside this question of worthiness. Would 
you be willing to renounce the world?'* 

" For your sake I would," I answered readily 
enough. 

Florestane Ipoked displeased. ** That were a 
wrong motive, Peirol,'' he said, sternly. ** See 
if you have na higher call than to serve me." 
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I tried to consider the question earnestly, but 
always, to mj sorrow, with the same result. It 
would never occur to me to enter a monastery 
except for the sake of following Florestane; 
and I could not warp my conscience to confeaa 
any higher motive, as I tried to do daily. I 
was forced to admit that I was not a fit person 
to take the vows, since, should death separate 
me from the troubadour at any time, I would 
then only wish to be quit of it all. I pictured 
to myself what it would mean to me to eat every 
meal for the rest of my life in that cheerless 
stone refectory, listening to the dry homily 
being read for our sanctilication, if I had not 
Florestane to watch the while. No, no ; I must 
never become a monk ; I would soon have beoi 
driven by the devil within me into the courses 
of evil to which the unworthy brothers resorted. 
Clearly the day of our parting was drawing 
near. 

But there seemed no just rea8<m why I should 
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not lodge at the monastery until my master had 
taken his vows; for I was become of more use 
to them in the scriptorium, having learned many 
tricks of color from Signor Cimabue, in the short 
time I had been with him, and having by experi- 
ment proved that I could do some of the simpler 
parts of the illuminating of books. 

The prior talked long with me, trying to 
make me believe that I would make a good monk. 
When I urged the nimiber of my weaknesses, he 
replied, ^^ Peirol, all flesh is grass, but good 
works redeem evil deeds.'' And then he told 
me how there was once a certain monk who was 
a great sinner, but a scribe as well, and who 
made most beautiful letters in the Word of Grod. 
And when it came to pass that he stood before 
the Judgment Seat, a devil claimed him on ac- 
count of the multiplicity of his peccadillos. And 
surely the devil had triumphed, had not an angel 
held up the book of the Grospels which he had 
illuminated, beseeching the Almighty that he 
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would grant pardon for <me sin to every fair 
letter that was there inscribed. ^ And the out- 
come was," said the prior, exultantf ^that he 
was saved from hell, there being one more letter 
in the holy writ than the number of his sins! ** 

I muttered in reply that it was well the monk 
had died when he did, since every day on earth 
would have the more imperilled his soul; and 
I continued firm in my refusal to take orders. 

So I plodded on, grinding pigments and 
charring twigs to make ink for the brethren, 
while Florestane spent his time in contemplation 
and study, preparing himself for his life of 
renunciation. The more I thought of all the 
vital moments in which I had had witness of hit 
active spirit, the less easy was it for me to under- 
stand his position now. I could ill reconcile the 
stalwart stripling of a year before with the 
meek and sedentary being to which he was about 
to reduce himself. How would it be possible 
for his fiery, eager nature to live in an atmot- 
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phere of perpetual restraint? I shuddered as 
the day approached when he was to take the 
first steps in his career of abnegation. 

One day, as Christmas drew near, and the 
chill began to penetrate our cells, we all filed 
as usual into the chapel to vespers. Our minds 
were not in tune to enjoy things of the spirit, 
for our hands and feet were numb with the 
cold. Albeit many persons claim that we must 
suffer in our bodies in order to rejoice in our 
souls, I confess that I never could comprehend 
this necessity — and perchance that is why I 
could never be a monk. We listened to the 
preacher with little emotion, not greatly im- 
pressed by his dronings; he was under the 
spell of the chill and dulness all about us, and 
his theme waxed dolorous. ** Whatever has 
reached its zenith must decrease,'' chanted 
Brother Giraud through his nose. " The world 
is a perpetual revolution — if the present brings 

enjojnment, the future will bring sorrows." . 
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I heard Florestanc, who seemed to be uneasy, 
mutter, ^^ And if the present is fraught with a 
weight of pain, would that it were as certain that 
joy would follow it!" And he sunk his chin 
upon his breast, and folded his arms the closer 
in his loose sleeves. 

*^ Time," continued the monotonous voice of 
the friar, " Time destroys all things — even 
the cuirass on which lances were once broken." 

And then on a sudden there broke upon the 
chill and stillness a most thrilHng and unwonted 
sound. The doors of the chapel were burst 
open, shouts were heard without, and, as we 
turned, daz(>d, hardly distinguishing the tramp 
of many feet from the harsh cries of men, a 
figure was seen to dash forward up the aisle. 

" Sanctuary ! Sanctuary ! " cried a woman's 
voice, as the weary hunted thing fell on the 
very steps of the altar. There she lay, a quiver- 
ing heap, while the ruffians who were pursuing 

her invaded the sacred precincts without scruple, 
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and started to follow her up the nave, possibly 
imagining so vain a thing as that we should 
not try to defend her. 

Not defend her! They were soon to learn 
the stuff out of which monks can be made. The 
first thing I saw was Florestane standing tower- 
ing above the crouching figure, holding by its 
top a great silver candlestick, which he was 
ready to use in her defence as if it had been 
a mace. Then I descried my scapegrace friend 
of the scriptorium belaboring one of the intru- 
ders with a brass-bound book, and all the brothers 
were risen to their feet, and were ready to do 
anything that justice should demand of their 
long-subdued brute natures. Only one retreat- 
ing figure did I distinguish — I saw the flutter- 
ing garment and the ankle of the preacher 
withdrawing discreetly from the tumult; and 
from that moment I believed that the hoofs and 
horns with which the illuminator had adorned 

him were merited. 
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These sights were all taken in at a glanoe» 
for about that same time I had the g^ood for- 
tune to get a firm clutch upon one of the ruffians, 
and I took great pleasure in thrusting his head 
against the stone piUar near by; while my 
scriptoriimi friend hurled his brass-bound book 
after another of them, with so happy an aim 
that it struck him in the back of the neck (for 
he had already turned for flight), and I heard 
the young monk's voice shout, with more unction 
than I ever heard him use in pronouncing a 
blessing, ** Leave this sacred building, and 
may the curses of all honest men fan the fires of 
hell around you forever!*^ As he turned to 
engage with another, he exclaimed, fiercely, 
^^ Thank Grod I bound that volume as strongly 
as I knew how, and did not shirk my work ! " It 
took only a few such onslaughts to rid us of the 
woman's cowardly pursuers, and the monks in a 
body chased them beyond our doors. With an 
indescribable tumult they aU crashed out, leav- 
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ing one or two brothers who had been wounded ; 
and I saw the prior himself helping them away 
by the south portal into the cloister. So at last 
the church was empty, save for the prostrate 
figure of the woman, and Florestane standing 
by her. I waited a moment before following 
the crowd, wondering what he would say to her. 
She still lay crouching, her long gold-brown 
hair hanging tangled over her shuddering form, 
which was clad in torn fragments of clothing 
that had once been red. 

" Your pursuers have gone,** Florestane said. 
•* You are safe, and may rely upon our protec- 
tion." 

And then I was so dazed at what happened, 
that I fancied for a moment that I dreamed it 
all. The huddled form on the floor sprang up, 
and the body clothed in rags straightened itself, 
while the thin hand brushed back the drooping 
hair from the pale face. Could it be? Yes! 
Biatriz de Bellefranche stood there before the 
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troubadour, with wild-eyed terror in her face, 
like a sinner before a judge, as it then seemed 
to me. The poet's hands clutched at his heart, 
and his breath came short and sharp. There 
stood those two a moment face to face, and 
there was silence — the vital, throbbing silence 
of expectation. 

Biatriz was greatly changed. She was thin, 
but in spite of it her witch-like beauty remained, 
for in this woman the very structure of her bones 
was beautiful, so that her thinness was as grace- 
ful as that of a slender but delicately formed 

my. 

For an instant they stood thus, and then, it 

seemed as if by common consent and intuition, 

my master simply stretched forth his arms to 

her. At that moment he remembered nothing 

but that the woman he loved was before him, 

claiming his protection. Biatriz uttered a cry, 

and fell forward into his embrace. No questions 

came into their consciousness at this supreme 
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moment; it was as if the two years that had 
separated them were swept away, — and I stole 
quietly out after the prior and the wounded 
monks, leaving them alone in the church. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 



The Sorceress 



|N OW such marvellous things were told to Flo- 
restane by Biatriz, that I must perforce begin 
and write what happened to her fnnn the time 
of the feast at Sir Vigraine's castle, in order that 
you may understand the events as they occurred. 
When Biatriz read the missive which I had 
given into her hand on that day, she straightway 
began to consider what other means were possible 
for her escape, since her soul revolted fnnn the 
idea of leaving another to su£Per. The more she 
thought of going forth by the chapel, the more 
practicable it seemed ; for there was a low window 
in the north side of the chapel, through which 
was access directly into the woqds of the chasei 
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where were no men at arnm nor guards posted, 
and where one might soon be lost to view among 
the trees. The only hindrance to this means of 
egress was that the wily Jean never left her 
unshadowed, and there was scant time to steal 
out into the donjon-keep to enter the diapel 
by the usual portals. There was but one way 
in which such a plan of escape could be carried 
out — she must go by the door whidi led from 
the great hall into the chapel, at night, when 
aU were asleep. Ideas surged swift when once 
this plot was outlined; Jean must be drugged, 
— she must get the key to the diapel — and 
let herself out — Florestane would meet her — 
Then came the cold dutch of despair; how was 
it possible to secure the key? Sir Vigraine wore 
it on his belt ; she had watdied him medianically 
the other night, when he had taken it off to 
give to Signor Cimabue; it was attached by a 
little strap with a buckle. Nothing could pre- 
vail upon the baron to give it to her, of course* 
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no matter how she should beg for it; she must 
employ her wit to steal it. Even if she sat 
next him at the feast it would be passing hazard- 
ous to try to abstract a key from a man's belt 
in the presence of a hundred people. No; she 
must be alone with him. On a sudden, a vision 
seemed to float before her eyes. She saw her- 
self sitting close to her captor — telling him of 
her forgiveness and her love; bidding him look 
into her eyes, while her fingers deftly slipped 
the little buckle which held the key — the work 
of an instant. She turned from the vision with 
loathing. ** No ! anything but a lie ! " she said 
to herself. But only stratagem and a lie would 
serve. An old proverb recurred to her from 
out her days of studying and book-reading: ** A 
villain must be beaten with a villainy.'* She 
fell upon her knees sobbing, and calling upon 
the Virgin to witness that there was no guile in 
her heart, but only the strong sense of self- 
preservation. ** If a man tried to take my life 
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by the sword, would I not surely turn upon him 
with my stiletto, and who would chide me? So 
then, as a weapon of defence, I must use words 
of love to parry words of love. St. Grenevieve 
forgive me ! " 

So she made right great joy at the feast, 
that Sir Vigraine might be in a measure prepared 
for the change in her disposition which was to 
follow when they should be alone. She gave 
a cup of drugged wine to Jean, knowing that all 
depended upon his deep sleep that night. Then 
— curses upon my stupid eyes which could only 
see a part of what adventured — then followed 
that scene which I witnessed through the key- 
hole; and when she stood up in such majesty, 
with her two hands behind her, she had the key 
in her possession. She went to her room with 
a light heart, for even if Sir Vigraine missed the 
key, he would fancy, since the buckle was un- 
unclasped, that it had probably fallen off. 

Would he come to search for it? And should 
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he and she meet in the hall jiut as she was 
within a fev steps of freedom P She fell upon 
her knees again in fervent prayer, and laid bare 
her pure soul to the Holy Mother. As it waxed 
near to midnight, she fetched a long cloak, to 
cover her scarlet gown, and stole silently down 
the winding stone stairs, her steps making oalj 
such an echo as sounded like the beating of a 
human heart, and could have aroused no sleeper. 
All was dark; the wall felt dank and chill as 
she ran her hand along it to trace her way into 
the great haU. Quiet — quiet — there was the 
sound of heavy breathing over in the comer — 
it was Jean ! Ah, then he was well out of the 
way. Now to the door. Suppose the lock were 
rusty or stiff, so that she should not be aUe to 
turn itP She placed the key in the scutcheon and 
turned it gently. There was small response, and 
she felt the key give somedeal. Then footsteps 
were hcnrd approaching. With her heart beat- 
ing so that the blood jumped in her temple% 
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she crept quietly behind a tapestry that hung 
on the wall by the door, and stood there with 
the chill of the stone wall penetrating to her 
heart, hardly daring to breathe until the steps 
died away again. It was only the warder walk- 
ing through the hall to see that all was safe 
for the night. When the echo had ceased she 
stole out, and returned to her efforts with the 
key. But her hands availed her to no purpose. 
She had not strength enough to turn the key. 
Then she remembered a trick which might help 
her. Stealthily crossing the hall, and taking 
a little dagger from a shelf where it lay, she 
thrust the blade into the open top of the key 
and pressed it around. With a great chinking 
noise the lock slowly turned, and as she opened 
the door a chill from the empty church smote 
upon her. " How dark and alone ! " she mur- 
mured. " Now St. Genevieve be with me ! *' In 
despite of the real dangers that she was leaving, 
the imaginary perils of cold and loneness seemed 
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for the instant to be almost more than she could 
endure. But her hesitation was only for a 
moment. ** I will keep the little friendly knife,** 
she thought. ^* Who knows but I may need it 
again? " She stepped into the chapel and closed 
the door after her, locking it again from the 
inside. " For,'* she argued to herself, " if they 
find no trace of the way that I have gone, they 
will be the less ready in pursuit." She took 
the key together with the dagger, and crossed 
the church to the north window. She used the 
blade and the heavy end of the key to break 
the glass and to tear away the soft lead which 
held it. Then with much effort she drew her- 
self up by her hands, and, clutching and breath- 
less, in jeopardy of falling, struggled through 
the aperture and let herself down to the ground 
on the other side. Straightway she betook her- 
self among the trees, looking eagerly for Flo- 
rcstane, for she relied on him to carry out the 

rest of her escape. But no sound or sign of life 
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greeted her. All about her was darkness and a 
stinging frost. She wandered on deeper into 
the wood, aimless now in her venturing, save that 
she should be well quit of the castle. Once a 
bird arose from the underwood, and her tense 
nerves nearly caused her to drop to the ground 
with terror at even this simple sound. A gloom 
and oppression assailed her as she progressed, 
and still there was no sign from her beloved. 
^^What can it bode?" she questioned in her 
misery. ^^ Have they taken him prisoner, and 
will they soon take me? " She paused often 
to listen, and wandered thus for what seemed 
to her eternity. Her throat ached and throbbed 
with suppressed sobs. She complained sore. 
^^Alas! This must be the experience of the 
souls in the outer darkness wandering far trom 
the light of heaven! Some part of hell is in 
this night for me ! " 

At last she saw that at the horizon a pale 
gray line was forming. " It will soon be day,'* 
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she thought, " and my true love is not here ! 
Where shall I turn me for concealmentP ** She 
had never felt life to be so blank. Could ahe 
avoid being discovered by Sir Vigraine, ahe 
would be satisfied for the time, until tidings came 
of Florestane. But it would not be easy to hide 
in this forest, and she must not go out upon 
tlic highroad. Then she noticed a high rock> 
which seemed to have in it, partially concealed 
by green growths, a hollow like the den of 
some wild animal. She grasped the dagger and 
the heavy key which she still carried and ap- 
proached the entrance cautiously. " A fight with 
a beast," she thought, " will be better than the 
shame of facing the villain whom I have tricked.** 
She held the knife before her in a way that 
would have done her little service (for, Uke moat 
women who have lived lives of ease, she had 
no instinct how to use a weapon), and, stooping 
low, entered the cave. A human voice greeted 
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her. " You are an early visitor," said a sleepy 
woman's voice. " Your errand must be urgent." 

Biatriz instantly dropped both her weapons, 
so startled was she. 

" What lack ye? " asked the voice, irritably ; 
and Biatriz began to see a little into the gloom 
of the cave. It was more spacious than she 
had expected, and there was a dim light from 
a brazier of coals. A strange figure was 
stretched on the ground near the fire, lying 
prone, but having raised herself somewhat upon 
her elbows, with her head reared like a sphinx. 
Her eyes were sharp and glittering, and her 
long black hair fell all about her luxuriantly. 
Biatriz saw that she awaited a reply. 

"I — I know not why I am come," stammered 
Biatriz. " I came here by accident. I was — 
I was walking — in the forest." 

"Walking in the forest?" quoth the black- 
haired one. " And a propitious hour you choose 
for your stroll." She sat up straight, and 
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pointed her finger at Biatriz. " Look jou ! " 
she cried. " Shall I tcU you what you are df»- 
ingP You are running awajl " 

Biatriz gasped, and was so surprised that ihe 
exclaimed, "How did you knowP" 

" I am a sorceress," cried the other. ** I am 
clever at divining why people come to this cave I 
Some come a-tiptoe, all honey and smiles, bearing 
a purse, and I know that they come to buy 
poison; and some come timidly, with tears in 
their eyes, and I know that they want love- 
charms ; but when one comes bearing a stiletto 
in one hand and a key in the other — I divine 
that she has escaped by means of that key, and 
seeks protection wherever she may find it. Am 
I not wise P** She hugged herself ; she possessed 
a weird beauty in spite of her unkempt appeal^ 
ance. 

Biatriz was marvellously restored to courage 
by these few vital elements — light, warmth, and 
the presence of another human being. She sat 
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down upon the floor of the cell, after picking 
up her knife and the key, and threw back her 
hood. She actually laughed at the relief from 
the strain. 

" You are very wise," she replied. ** You 
have something in your spirit that is akin to 
mine own. You are clever; and you can help 
me. Perchance I can help you." 

The witch drew up her head and fixed her 
glittering eyes upon Biatriz's face. 

" How do you know that I wUl hdp you? *' 
she demanded. ^^ I must know more of you than 
I do." 

^^ There again you are wise," said Biatriz. 
^^ And I would fain know more of you than that 
you can make poisons and love-charms before 
I accept help at your hands." 

The witch laughed. " There was much to 
be known of me once," she said, with a shrewd 
glance, " but I have long sojourned here in 
loneness and seclusion. Before I invite a woman 
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who carries stilettos to lodge with me, I must 
have proof of her friendliness." 

Biatriz considered a moment* ^ I am ready 
to teU you this much,*' she said. ** A tyrant 
captured me and detained me in his stronghold; 
and I have escaped, as you thought.'' 

" I believe you,** replied the witch. ** Every- 
thing about you is convincing. I am willing 
to shelter you for a time. Now I will teU you 
something about myself. I, too, was held cap- 
tive by a tyrant, — an Algerine pirate, — and I 
escaped also, and came here; but tiiere was 
blood on my dagger first. There is none oo 
yours. Will you stay?** 

*^ Yes,** said Biatriz. She had philosophy to 
know that she must choose between the protec- 
tion of this woman and the anger of Sir Vi* 
graine; and she chose cheerfully. 

She laid herself down to sleep, for she was 
nigh spent, but could only doze fitfully. The 
witch arose when it was full daylight, and busied 
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herself about the brazier. Biatriz saw that she 
was preparing a fowl to be cooked. She offered 
to assist her, and marvelled the while that such 
good domestic birds could be procured in the 
forest. 

^ The peasants bring them to me,** answered 
her companion. ** I tell them I must consult 
the entrails of a bird killed at sunrise — and 
I never lack for food." There was a certain 
touch of grim humor about this handsome 
creature, who stood nearly as tall as Biatriz, and 
was clad in strange woollen fragments held by 
a girdle about her hips, and fastened over the 
shoulders by thongs of leather. 

" Then you have not faith in your own witch- 
craft? " ventured the troubadour maid. 

The other cocked her head, and studied Bia- 
triz. 

"We shall agree right well, I prophesy," 
she said. " I have faith in my divination and 
my sorceries in this much — that they keep me 
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fed and sheltered in this unfriendly world; 
not by any virtue that lies in them, but through 
the wholesome fear and awe felt by the greater 
part of the people, who would as soon molest 
me as rob a shrine. Farmers must bring me 
fowls — peasants bring nuts and vegetables in 
pajrment of my services. There are two features 
about my trade which are genuine. My love- 
charms are often efficacious — because I am care- 
ful to insist upon their being administered under 
favorable conditions; and I have never known 
one of my poisons to fail." 

She said this last with a frown that repelled 
and terrified Biatriz. 

** No one would dare accept my hospitality 
if they harbored thoughts of cheating me,** she 
continued, slowly. " With the first attempt they 
would lie as limp as this bird — and would never 
know how it happened. But honest folk need not 
fear me." 

Biatriz ate her meal without great relish ; but 
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she comforted herself with repeating another 
proverb, — " He that menaceth is often in great 
dread himself," — and she allowed her hand to 
stray upon occasion to her stiletto, and had tied 
the heavy key to the long ends of her girdle. 
It seemed to her but natural and commendable 
that this wild creature should consider her own 
protection ; and she did not resent these threats 
or fear them, realizing that she herself was 
but a stranger to the sorceress. 

Soon a sound of stealthy approach from with- 
out warned Biatriz to hide herself behind a pile 
of straw which served the witch for a couch. 

What mummery and cheating it all seemed, 
when the witch seated herself on the ground, 
with much muttering and stirring of a certain 
kettle which stood in the coals, the better to 
impress the newcomer with her mystic powers! 
A lean figure stood in the doorway, bowing 
timidly. 

^^ Good morrow to you, fair and gracious 
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prophetess," said a quavering voice. ** Is there 
aught you can do for a poor traveller who has 
been shaken nigh out of his reason by a 
lusty highwajrman, and robbed of his pack and 
goods and means of support? " 

The prophetess slowly raised her eyes^ ai 
if she had been in a trance. ** Hast been lo 
shrewdly robbed that thou hast nothing to 
pay P " she asked. ** I brew no potion for an 
Israelite until I am assured of his coin." 

" Coin I have — of a scarcity," replied the 
Jew ; ** but I will give it you if you bring me 
comfort to my aching bones. The robber did 
not take the time to search the seams of my 
gaberdine for the moneys which I wore sewn 
there. I had sold many things of value in 
Bellefranche, and was preparing to go farther 
in order to part with certain wares not market- 
able there, when — may the pestilence mark him 
for its own ! — this cursed reiver — " 

The witch turned upon him sharply. •* Utter 
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no curses here ! " she said, " or the devils will 
surround you and gather you to themselves for- 
ever. Keep silence, — or the charm will not 
work." 

Taking a bunch of herbs from a peg, she 
crushed them into the kettle, making incanta- 
tion in low, impressive tones. ** Now I do be- 
seech all potent herbs, — since Mother Earth has 
brought you forth and given you to all prophets, 
that you may be to all humankind a most useful 
aid." 

After certain time she strained off the water 
into a hollow gourd, and bound it with a leaf, 
winding it about with a strand of her hair. This 
she gave to the Jew, who paid for it, and went 
his way. 

The sorceress then approached her visitor. 
" Come forth, now," she said. " Are you not 
mightily edified by my powers? Truth to tell, 
that herb would ever cure a bruise, be it banned 
or blessed, so it be boiled ! But who would pay 
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me for taking grass and boiling it? No; man 
is made up of body, mind, and imagination; 
the body and mind cannot go alone, but the 
imagining must be stimulated to play its part. 
Now, do you tend the fire for a space, whik 
I go and gather eggs." 

" Where can you gather eggs in the forest? •* 
inquired the troubadour maid, astonished. 

*^ A silly youth wanted a charm to keep the 
foxes from his hens," said the sorceress. ^ I 
bade him build a high fence, and then bring 
three times seven fresh eggs at the full of the 
moon to a hollow tree at the cross-path way, 
and no more foxes would molest him! A little 
later, a churl will bring milk from a bewitched 
cow, that I may exorcise him! We wiU have a 
good custard for dinner!** 



«44 




CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

How Biatriz Risks t^er Life ofdy to Find It 

C/HUS for many months did Biatriz live in 
the witch's cave, and the two women grew more 
friendly each to other as time passed. Yet there 
never was bred between them the mutual con- 
fidence such as leads to gossip, for each felt 
that the other had somewhat to hold in reserve, 
and neither displayed undue curiosity. The sor- 
ceress had never asked Biatriz to tell her more 
of her personal history than she had chosen to 
confide when they had first met; and Biatriz 
chose not to speak with her companion of any 
things touching her former life, never having 
mentioned her own name or that of Florestane 
or Sir Vigraine. 
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In the summer weather the two women went 
into the fields and gathered herbs and simples, 
to be dried and kept for use in the winter; and 
as the autumn advanced they used to go through 
the woods and gather mushrooms, some of which 
they ate, while the sorceress took certain kinds 
to store up, explaining mysteriously: ^ There 
is no other thing so sure or so difficult to dis- 
cover." And Biatriz supposed that she meant 
that these, the purest-looking of all the wood- 
growths, contained a deadly poison ; and yet she 
hoped that the witch's talk about poisons had 
really been intended only to frighten her, for 
no one had ever come to the cave for poison 
yet. One day was passed much like another, 
and when the winter cold drove them again 
into the den, and made them depend upon the 
brazier of coals for their bodily comfort, Biatris 
helped to cook dishes of sundry sorts of meats, 
and to prepare many of the drugs; but she 
shuddered when it came to powdering up the 
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dried mushrooms, and would never offer her 
services in this work. 

There chanced to be a scrivener who came 
to buy liniment for a palsied wrist, from whom 
the witch demanded some parchment and quills 
in payment; and Biatriz used these often in 
the winter months, diverting herself with writ- 
ing poems and romances. She had often gone 
forth to seek for Florestane, but durst not show 
herself at the gates of Belief ranche ; and, in- 
deed, she knew that he could not be there, because 
she had learned from his own lips, when he had 
come to the castle with the Celtic harp, that he 
was under a ban, and might not return to Prin- 
cess Melicendra's domains. All that year there 
were no tidings from him, and she was forced 
to wait patiently and to accept such conditions 
as surrounded her. 

The second year differed not greatly from the 
first, except that the restraint was more irksome 
to the troubadour maid, for she loved nigh as 
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well death as thraldom. She longed to venture 
far enough afield to engage in talk with some 
of the inhabitants of the town ; she would have 
gone to Princess Melicendra had she been assured 
of her protection, but she thought it probaUe 
that Sir Vigraine, to cover his own blame in the 
matter, had cast such aspersions upon her that 
the princess would have delivered her over at 
once to justice. 

One day late in the autumn there rode' up 
to the cave a woman in hawking dress, evidently 
in much haste. This person called aloud to the 
witch, without dismounting. 

^^Dear Vaurien," she exclaimed, ^I beseedi 
you to come out and speak with me! I am in 
fear and trembling of being discovered, and I 
dare not alight ! ** 

The witch, whose name Biatriz had never 
heard before, went forth. 

^^Ah, it is my Lady Etienette,'* she said. 
^*You have ridden aside from your party and 
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fear that they wiU come up with you? What is 
it to-day? Poison? " she laughed. 

" Hush ! " muttered Lady Etienette de Beau- 
caire, looking furtively around, ** speak not so 
flippantly of so dire a necessity! No — not 
poison yet — a love-charm, and quickly. If it 
fail — it wiD be poison next time." 

The sorceress glided back into the den and 
threw together certain herbs and some glittering 
green substance out of an earthen vessel, re- 
turning with them to her customer. 

** I have no time for the incantation," said 
Lady Etienette, ** and I know the conditions 
for administering the potion." Leaving a coin 
in the witch's hand, she galloped away. 

" It is not the first love-charm I have sold to 
her ! " said the sorceress, as she returned to her 
den. ** She is famous for them. The worthy 
Baron of Bois has swallowed one Oft two to my 
knowledge." 
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** You never told me your name,** said Bia- 
triz. ^^ Lady Etienette called you Vaurien — ** 

** Some know me by that name at court,** said 
the witch ; ** I chose it when I started my trade. 
For what could be more worthless than I? *• 

Not long after this Vaurien received a timid 
visit from Lady Eugenie de Bois. Biatriz sunk 
quickly behind the straw as she recognized the 
short and portly form standing at the cave's 
entrance. The good lady was in great tnmUe. 

** I have come to you for divination," she 
explained ; ** no one knows that I am here." 

** No one ever knows when a lady comes to 
me," said the witch ; *^ all is secret and in con- 
fidence between us twain." 

Lady Eugenie cleared her throat and began, 
hesitatingly : 

^ I am in dire distress, and I wish to consult 
the stars — or any other oracle which will answer 
my questions," she said. 

Vaurien rose, reached for a long wand, and 
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described a circle in the earth floor. ** Sit within 
this limit," she said, ** and speak truly all that 
you have to reveal, so that the devils may not 
come about us." 

Lady Eugenie drew herself together, but it 
was necessary to enlarge the .circle before her 
amplitude was completely enclosed. Then she 
began, right garrulous, as ever. 

" You must know," said she, " that it is now 
more than a year since I have had sign or token 
from my lover, and I would fain know the 
reason." 

Vaurien waved her wand in a circle above 
her head. 

" Speak his name," she chanted. 

" Ulrich von Lichtenstein," replied Lady Eu- 
genie, with the simplicity of a child. 

" It must be writ with your blood upon a 
bat's wing," said Vaurien, " and then burned 
in my fire. I shall find the answer in the ashes.** 
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Lady Eugenie shuddered. Vaurien reached 
her a knife. 

" Write it in your blood," she reiterated* 

The poor lady took the knife, but waited. 

** I dare not wound myself," she whimpered ; 
" is there no other way? " 

** Tell me more, and I will consider," quoth the 
witch. 

Lady Etienette drew forth a little book. ** I 
have his own handwriting here, if it would be 
of any help," she faltered. ** I should be lotfa 
to part with it." 

" It will serve," said Vaurien, from sheer 
maliciousness, Biatriz thought. ** Give me the 
writing, and I will light a magic fire with it.** 

** Alas ! " said Lady Eugenie, ** and must his 
dear verses be thus sacrificed? " 

^^ Choose ! " said the sorceress, pointing to the 
knife. 

Lady Eugenie laid down the weapon with a 
little scream. *^ I must e'en sacrifice the po- 
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etry ! " she sighed. She detached the written 
page from her missal, and looked at it lovingly. 
Then, half -conscious of what she did, she read 
aloud: 

** Little book, I fain would be 
When she comest, changed to thee ; 
When her fair white hand receiyes 
Thine assemblement of leaves, ^- 
And her glances shyly playing 
Thee so happy all surveying, — 
And her red mouth comes close by — 
I would steal a kiss, or die 1 " 

Reluctantly she gave it to Vaurien, who 
clutched it viciously, and placed it upon the 
coals, where it promptly curled up and shriv- 
elled. She sprinkled it with some liquid from 
a jar, and instantly a flame of vivid blue arose. 

" It bums azure," said the witch ; ** you will 
never see him more. He is faithless." 

Lady Eugenie shrieked, and buried her face 
in her hands. 

" Oh, my poet lover ! " she sobbed, ** how can 
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I support my life without him? Alas! Ancyther 
chatelaine has superseded me at the castle, as 
a judgment upon me for letting the maid out 
of my sight! Ah, woe is me! And thcMigh he 
seems to be tiring of her, there is another wiU 
rise up in her place ! Alack ! Had I but a home 
of my own ! " 

** Much weeping and greeting will surely 
bring out the serpents," remarked Vaurien, 
coldly. 

^^ Be there snakes here? " cried Lady Eugenie, 
jumping up and nearly oversetting the brasier. 
^' Ah, let me give you your price, and be rid 
of this vile den 1 " 

Now it was not passing wise in Lady Eugenie 
to speak thus, for it only antagonized Vaurien 
the more. Poor harmless lady! How many 
such there be, who go through life with peao^ 
ful and good intent, and yet cause irritation 
to all who come in contact with them through 
a grotesque lacking of wit I 
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" My price is your book and your jewels," 
said Vaurien, in displeasure. 

" My jewels ! " gasped Lady Eugenie. 

" Your missal and your jewels," continued 
the witch. " Do you haggle with me? Verily, 
I see the need of assistance from my familiar 
devil." 

Immediately the rings and brooch of the poor 
lady were thrust at Vaurien, together with the 
missal, and the frightened woman fled breath- 
less out into the forest. 

*' It is well I extorted all I could," said the 
heartless Vaurien, as she examined her spoils, 
'^ for this ensample of simpleness will not ven- 
ture here again." 

Biatriz had made it a rule never to argue with 
her companion or to try to divert her from her 
chosen means of living. She felt that it would 
be a form of injustice to accept food and shelter 
at the hands of a person and then to accuse 
her of illegal or evil methods. " One must 
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take human beings as they are," she had alwaji 
told herself, when she found her ideas at va- 
riance with those of the sorceress, ^ or else one 
must be prepared to live without dependence 
upon them." So she made no comment, but she 
felt a right regretful sympathy for Lady Eu- 
genie. 

On a night not long before Christmas, when 
there was a chill mist without, Vaurien and Bia- 
triz had drawn themselves close to the fire to 
sleep. Biatriz was awaked just before the dawn 
began to break, by a stealthy touch of the 
witch's hand upon her shoulder. 

" Hide yourself, friend," said Vaurien, *• for 
some one is coming, and I judge by the hour 
that it is a case for concealment, or one would 
not venture forth on so inclement a night.** 

So Biatriz drew her straw over her, and lay 

beneath it, although able to see through its 

meshes. 

Stealthily a cloaked and hooded woman 
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tered the den, and stood for a moment. Then, 
facing the witch resolutely, and extending her 
hand, with a glittering jewel hanging by a 
chain, she said : " Poison this time, Vaurien." 

Biatriz recognized Etienctte de Beaucaire. 

Silently the sorceress filled a gourd with light 
powder, and bound it up carefuUy. 

" Let none escape," she said ; " it will do your 
work, even a little of it. The Ghost of the 
Forest will have him to her own. Is he untrue 
to you? " 

*^ He shaU have no chance," quoth Lady 
Etienette, her beautiful eyes flashing. ** I be- 
lieve he h€is the troubadour maid somewhere con- 
cealed, though I have searched the castle for 
her with my dagger in my hand. He has wearied 
of me, — but she shall not queen it in my place. 
He shall taste your drug this day, Vaurien." 

" It is the same I gave you a year ago Val- 
entine's Day," said Vaurien. " You never told 
me if it did its work." 
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** Nay, a clumsy churl overturned the cup," 
said Etienette, fiercely, whereby Biatris saw 
suddenly the explanation of my awkwardneii 
upon that occasion ; ** else had she gone bef oic 
him, and all been well." She took the gouid 
from Vaurien, and gave her the jewel. The 
witch turned it over in her hand. ^ If joa 
see the Jew Malthos," she said, ^ send him here. 
I have things of value to barter for dothing 
and other necessities.'* 

^^ I will tell him as I see him," said Eti- 
enette. " Fare thee well." Drawing her doak 
about her, Lady Etienettc left the cave. 

Biatriz lay in a state of high-strung excite-' 
mcnt. She had heard that which had roused 
many varied emotions, and she could not imme- 
diately determine upon her course of action. 
Yet of one thing she was certain. She miut 
sec to it that this poison was not administered. 
Here was a man to die that day — she kneir 
that poison was to be given him, and she would 
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be party to the crime if she did not warn 
him. She could not allow him to fall like a 
dog, to gratify the vengeance of a harpy who 
hated him. She hated the man herself, and she 
feared him; but she could not quietly rest and 
know that he was murdered even if her own 
safety had to be risked. It would be a terrible 
responsibility not to interfere. And yet how 
could she apprise him of his danger without 
being captured herself, and also involving the 
strange being whose hospitality had made it 
possible for her to live all this time? Surely 
she owed a still greater duty to Vaurien, not 
to betray the confidence that had been reposed 
in her. 

As the morning advanced, she decided how 
to act. At noon she told the witch that she was 
going to the fields, and hoped to return with 
certain herbs. This was a very usual thing for 
her to do, so Vaurien took no special heed. 

Biatriz took her bcisket and the short blade 
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with which she was accustomed to dig for roolx, 
but in the basket she secreted a piece of parcb- 
ment and a bit of charcoal. She wandered off 
as far as seemed safe in the direction of Sir 
Vigraine's castle. Then she seated herself on 
a bank of moss among the thick trees^ to colkd 
her ideas. 

Her sense of self -protection made her take 
all precaution possible to accomplish her task 
of communicating with the baron without risk- 
ing her own safety. But even if she had not 
felt the strong sense of duty in warning him, 
she would still have had the inclination to do 
so, for the heart of a woman is so constituted 
that she can never forget a man who has ^xntA 
her, even though she has never returned his 
sion. She will not readily allow such a 
to be murdered, without essaying to prevent iL 

At last she took the parchment upon hcf 
knee, and began to try to write with the char- 
coal. But it made no mark. The two suIk 
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stances were unsympathetic, and she could not 
trust to them to bear her message. 

" To be balked thus ! " she cried, angrily, 
*^ when I had quite decided what to do ! I 
should have brought my ink, for it is of im- 
portance that the writing be clear.*' 

She cast about her for the means. Then she 

recalled what the witch had told Eugenie to 

do. " Write it in your blood," she had said. 

Biatriz laughed at the grim mockery of the 

suggestion. " To draw my blood in order to 

warn my greatest enemy of danger ! " she said 

to herself. And yet there w€is no other available 

material in which she could write her message, 

and it must be done speedily. She could not 

banish from her mind the thought of Sir Vi- 

graine writhing in agonies, and she seemed to 

see the face of Lady Etienette as she bent over 

him, her eagerness and anxiety for his death 

being interpreted to mean solicitude for his life. 

^* And she tried to kill mel " thought Biatriz, 
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again with detenmnation. She stripped 
up her sleeve. " I will warn him ! " she ejacu- 
lated; ** in his way, he has Icnred me long; and 
he treated me with respect when I was in his 
power. He is not aU bad — she shall not 
triumph ! " 

And, with quite as fervid a desire to be re- 
venged upon Lady Etienette as to benefit Sir 
Vigraine, Biatriz scored her arm with the knife 
until the blood ran, and then, dipping the blade 
into the blood, she wrote, with great difficulty: 
^^ Beware of poison. Watch Etienette de Beau- 
caire." ^^ There!" she ejaculated, as she 
stanched the flow with leaves, ** I shall ven- 
ture forth upon the highroad until I meet with 
one who will carry this missive." 

She travelled to the edge of the forest, and 
stood by the wall that skirted the high road 
thereabouts. She was up on a hill, and could 
look over the valley and see Bellefranche lying 
girt with its stone battlements in one directioiiy 
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and the monastic buildings of the abbey in an- 
other ; while behind her, beyond the dense forest, 
reared the turrets of the Chateau de Bois. She 
did not wish to approach nearer to those towers. 
The day was cold, and a strong, fuU wind swept 
up the open highway, bringing clouds of dust. 
At a little distance she saw a solitary figure 
approaching. It was still far away in the direc- 
tion of the monastery, but, as well as she could 
distinguish, it was a peasant woman bearing 
a load of fagots on her back. 

" Perchance she will be my messenger," 
thought Biatriz ; and for the first time in nigh 
two years, she stepped from under the shadowing 
trees upon the chalky road, and walked toward 
the distant figure. 

" I am changed greatly,'* she mused ; " should 
I be seen by any who had known me before, I 
should escape recognition, something I must 
venture if I would accomplish this task which 
I have set before me." So, looking sometimes 
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behind her, to be sure that no one followedt ihe 
drew near to the person of whom she had nidi 
high hopes. 

She was put to some confusion^ howeffTf 
when she recognized that the stooping figure 
was that of the old Jew Malthos, to whom the 
witch had sold a liniment some months before^ 
He had apparently been to the monastery with 
his pack, and was now probably on his way to 
the castle of Bois. This would be indeed pro- 
pitious. She hastened her steps. 

^^ Good morrow, friend," she 8aid» as she 
came up with him, ^ if you be walking to the 
castle, will you take a missive to the faaronf 
I was entrusted to go this errand, but it is far 
for a tired maid to plod, and you are going 
there, are you not? " 

'* I shall be there in an hour, fair damsd** 
replied the Jew, with a leer. **And if I do 
you this service, what payment will you make? " 

** I have here something of great valoe^" said 
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Biatriz, opening her basket. ** You can sell it 
for a goodly sum ! " She took out the golden 
girdle which she had worn when she first es- 
caped from the chapel on that long-ago night. 
" This shall be yours if you deliver this parch- 
ment into the hands of the lord of Bois and no 
other." 

" That can I surely promise to perform,'* re- 
plied the Jew, " for I go to the castle by ap- 
pointment, with divers stuffs of the baron's own 
ordering. I will hand him the packet. Was it 
thus tied up with grasses when it was given to 
you? '* 

" Ay," replied Biatriz, " you have it as it 
came to me. Here is the girdle, — if your 
faith is good." 

" I will see that the baron has the missive 
in an hour. What more can I say? I would 
be none the slower on my errand if I had a 
kiss from those bright lips." 

Biatriz was greatly frightened, but she 
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masked her recoil so that he should not percem 
it, and said* lightly : ^ If you wiU ocmie to the 
cross-roads to-morrow at noon, and can gm 
me proof that you have delivered the padbet 
— we will see ! " With a gay smile, she waved 
her hand to him, as he moved into the forert 
path. Somedeal undecided what to do next, she 
walked on down the hill road which led to the 
monastery. Although she had had a general 
knowledge and suspicion that poisons oouU be 
procured from Vaurien, she had not before folly 
realized that her companion was so heartless a 
murderess. She could not bring herself to 
turn to the witch. The crisis had divided 
two. ** I will go to the convent," she thou^it, 
^' and €isk the good sisters to harbor me for the 
night, and then I may determine to-morrow what 
I had best do." 

She walked briskly, for it was chill and xmw, 
and the wind searched her worn cloak sharply. 

On a sudden she turned, hearing a light 
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sound at some distance up the road. She was 
stricken with terror to see, standing at the 
eminence of the hill, a figure which w€is but 
too familiar. There was no manner of question 
that it was the abominated Jean. As she turned, 
he cried out : " It is ! It is she ! " and another 
man appeared. With a wild haUoo of " Give 
chase ! '* the two men started in pursuit of her 
down the hill. She felt that she should surely 
fall, from her fright, but the agony of her 
danger lent her much speed, and she flew like 
a hare down the road, throwing from her all 
that might impede her progress. She cast her 
cloak away, — she must be free — Jean was 
close behind — much in advance of the other. 
As the cloak blew out far behind her, she had 
the satisfaction of hearing Jean pitch heavily 
forward, entangled in its folds. No sound of 
angels singing, as she afterward told me, could 
have been half so sweet to her ears €is the ribald 
curses which announced his overthrow. On she 
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ran, not daring to look around, tearing to lam 
her footing ; she began to hear other steps join- 
ing those of the second man. They seemed 
gaining on her; all now depended upon one 
only hope. She would soon reach the abbey 
— if the church door were unlocked, she would 
be safe. No other chance could avail her. She 
cried aloud in her anguish, ^^ Open the door 
for the love of the Virgin ! " and dashed herself 
against it. Her nearest pursuer was within a 
few rods of her. She grasped the great ring 
in the door-handle, and turned it fiercely. It 
yielded, and, with a triumphant cry of ** Sanc- 
tuary ! Sanctuary ! " she swung wide the door, 
and threw herself into the church, amidst the 
astonished monks. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Telling how Heaven wiU Avenge Evil 

/l STRANGE procession started from the 
monastery the next morning. The prior of the 
abbey, vith many of the monks, rode first, and 
was followed by Biatriz, Florestane, and myself. 
We were on our way to Fnncess Melicendra. 
All that had been crooked was to be made 
straifjht. 

Before we started Florestane had been married 
to Biatriz. The good prior himself had pro- 
posed it. " Providence is charging and or- 
daining you in this," he had said to the poet, 
** and it is jour duty rather to complete the 
vows which you have already taken, than to 
assume new ones." 
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I call you to consider what was my deljg^ 
not only that my master and his ladj were ones 
more so joyously united, but also that now 
there need be no question of our parting. As 
I rode behind them, it must have been that my 
face betokened my satisfaction, for I saw one 
of the brothers turn and look at mcy and call 
the attention of another; after which they 
smiled in a sympathetic way among themselTes. 

We had proceeded but a few rods when a 
mounted messenger came up with us. '* I have 
been to the abbey to fetch a confessor,** he ex- 
plained) when he had somedeal recovered his 
breath, ^* and they told me that not one who 
could perform this office remained there; so 
I followed, and do beseech you that a priest 
return with me in all haste, for death thzeatens 
at the Castle of Bois." 

Biatriz went pale and cold. " The Jew was 
too late! Or false to his trust," she murmurcdi 
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shivering. **Alas! the weight of the death 
of the baron will ever be upon my soul ! " 

Without staying to question the messenger 
further, one of our company turned back with 
him, and they were gone before any of us 
found wit to inquire more. The gloom of this 
incident settled painfuUy upon the lovers, and 
they were greatly changed in their aspect as 
they rode. But I fancy that my expression 
still remained cheerful; for my scriptorium 
friend came alongside, and whispered to me, 
playfully : " Friend Peirol, you are so well 
satisfied that you care not who is dying or 
dead! I am shocked at your murderous light- 
heartedness ! *' 

As we neared the gates of Bellefranche, we 
saw the Jew Malthos coming out from the town. 
Biatriz could ill restrain her eagerness to ques- 
tion him. She, the troubadour, and I halted, 
telling the others to stay at a short distance, 
and waited until he came up to us. I never 

271 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 

have seen greater astonishment depicted apon 
a man's visage than that which he showed when 
he recognized my master and me, and saw Bia- 
triz in our company ! He was evidently terrified 
for fear that we would punish him for his im- 
pudence to the lady the day before; and he 
cringed and bowed and wished us all lack, long- 
ing to be quit of our company. Florestaae 
blazed out at liim. ** Did you fail to deliver 
the packet ? " he roared. ^ Tell us at once what 
passed at the castle ! " 

** Willingly, Magnificence,^ quavered Malfhoa. 
** I am clear of conscience, and have no fear 
of telling you everything that happened. I 
gave the missive into the very hand of the baran 
himself, and saw him read it. When I arrivedt 
he and the handsome lady — you know who I 
mean, — not the sister ,** he added, hurriedlyt 
** were sitting in the hall, prepared to look over 
my pack. So I had every opportunity to deliver 
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the missive promptly, and I give you my word 
I did so/' 

*'*' And what did Sir Vigraine do when he read 
it? " asked the poet, eagerly. 

" Nothing — ExceUency; nothing! He 
seemed to take no note of its contents — 
it could not have been of great import after 
aU. No; it did not disturb him in any way. 
So little was he concerned that he had even a 
thought left for my comfort. After they had 
bought several of my wares, he turned, pleas- 
antly smiling, to the lady. ^ Etienette,' he said, 
* the Jew must be weary with his journey. Can 
you not bring him a cup of wine?' She rose 
obediently to get it, and he added, * Let us all 
have refreshment.* " 

Biatriz moaned, and covered her f€U% with 
her hands. 

" While she was gone out of the room, I 
bethought me of a way to turn into coin the 
girdle which this kind lady so generously gave 
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me," said the Jew, glancing at Biatriz. "I 
produced it, and the baron*s eyes fairlj glit- 
tered. He seemed to prefer it to all eke that 
he had purchased. * Where did you obtain it? * 
he asked, giving me instantly the large prioe 
which I set upon it. I do hope I did no hamif 
but a curiosity was upon me to know why a 
message which appeared so important to one 
should seem so trivial to the other. So^ to 
pique him, I answered : * I had it from the 
maid who gave me the packet.' Then he drew 
himself high in his seat, and clutched at the 
arms of his chair. * Tell me what this giri 
looked like,' he cried. I made bold to describe 
this gracious lady, craving your pardons; he 
thanked me, and gave me more moneys ; so that 
I was convinced that I had not oiFended. And 
that is aU I have to confess." 

'' But the wine ! " cried Florestane, ^ did the 
lady bring the wine? ** 

" The wine? Ah, yes; it was very good.** 
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" And did the others drink? " exclaimed Bia- 
triz. 

" Ay," said Malthos ; " the lady came to me 
first, and then went to the baron, and handed him 
a cup, taking the other for herself. I took 
special note of these two cups, for they were 
of beaten gold, and exactly alike ; Sir Vigraine 
then asked the lady to go and examine a costly 
piece of white silk damask which I had still un- 
sold. She crossed to me, placing her cup on 
the table for an instant. I could not under- 
stand why the baron reached out quietly, and 
quickly exchanged his cup for hers. Lady 
Etienette did not seem greatly to desire the 
white damask, and she returned, and we all 
drank. After that, the baron exclaimed, * Mal- 
thos, I must surely buy the damask.' And, 
turning to the lady, he continued : * It would 
be incomparable for a bridal-gown — or for a 
shroud.' This seemed to me, gracious sir, to 
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be a right gruesome thought; but he boi^ 
it, and it was the last of my stock." 

We all understood now what had adyentond. 
The wily baron had caught the muiderefls in ha 
own toils, and, of course, we realized that it wai 
she who was dying at the Castle of Boisy sad 
not Sir Vigraine. Biatrix drew a breath ol 
relief, for this circumstance was by rigfatfnl 
doom of Grod, and she felt the load of oonsckmi 
responsibility lifted. We paid the Jew for Us 
information, and continued on our journey. 

The bridge at the Castle of Melicendxa was 
lowered for us promptly because the prior of the 
monastery was the confessor of the princess, and 
was always admitted. As we dismounted in the 
keep, the prior sent a messenger to beg the prin- 
cess to give us an audience at once. He returned 
saying that we were welcome^ and was then as- 
tonished at seeing these three of us in the party, 
— we who had so mysteriously disappeared 
nearly two years before. 
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The Princess Melicendra was seated upon a 
great tapestried carved chair which was the 
equal of any throne, and on either side of her 
stood some of the elderly men who had been 
among our judges on the day of our banish- 
ment. The prior entered the hall first, bowing 
low as he stepped under the arras which were 
lifted at our approach. Following him went 
several of the monks, and before Florestane or 
his bride appeared, the prior said a few words 
in explanation. He was acting, he said, as 
escort for one whom he had reason to fear would 
not else have been admitted, since he was be- 
lieved to have done that for which the princess 
might justly be indignant. But this person 
was now come to prove to her that all charges 
were false, and to present to her his true and 
loyal wife, who had been misjudged as well as 
he. At that Florestane entered, looking more 
noble, because more matured and strengthened, 
through adversity, than when Princess Melicen- 
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dra had last seen hinu He was clad in fdaia 
black jerkin and hose, with a mantle of scazklf 
and he faced his accusers with a radiant smik 
He led Biatriz by the hand, and they approached 
the throne and went upon their knees ; but tfaej 
did not bow their heads; they knelt erect and 
proud, having no pardon to crave and no ahame 
to confess. I heard one of the judges say to 
another: ''What did I tell you? These feai^ 
less youngsters are back again, and you may 
be assured that Master Gaspard had best look 
to his head in that matter whereof he made false 
report ! " The princess had great marvel to 
the lovers returned, and Florestane told 
what of that which had befallen him; and then 
Biatriz did likewise. But I noted that Biatrii 
made no mention of Vaurien ; saying only that 
she herself had lived in a cave all this time. 

After these few things had been told, Fli^ 
restane said : *^ Now come we to tell of tins 

matter of the poisoning of which I stand ae* 
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cused. It would give me much satisfaction if 
Master Maldroit could be bidden to hear my 
explanation." 

Master Gaspard Maldroit had already been 
sent for, and he soon arrived, in his long dark 
brown robe, and the hat hanging straight down 
beside his melancholy face. He stood aghast 
when he saw the troubadour. Florestane looked 
steadily at him, and said, straightforward: 
" Master Gaspard, I come now to deny the 
story that I ever gave poison to a steward of 
Sir Vigraine de Bois, hinting that it was for 
his master. I request that you tell me the source 
of your information in this matter." 

Master Maldroit shrugged up his shoulders, 
and smiled in that cold, sarcastic way he had 
(which always made me long to cast him a strong 
blow between the eyes). " Pardon me," he said, 
** but it has taken you a long time to become 
convinced of your innocence." 

Florestane was more master of himself than 
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he had been two years before. Without a change 
of expression in his face, he continued : ^ This 
is no time for quips and turns of wit. Master 
Gaspard. The woman with whom you did this 
disloyal treason lies dying, and has made con- 
fession." 

I think that I was as much amaxed at this 
daring answer as was the man of law, for I 
knew of no way in which Florestane could have 
heard aught of Lady Etienette's confession. 
But with Master Maldroit the effect was mag- 
ical. 

^* She is dying ! ^ he gasped ; ^ she was wdl 
yestemoon ! " 

** Poison respects not hours," replied Flo- 
restane, coldly, ^^ and she has at last been caugkt 
in her own meshes, and is probably dead noir. 
At any rate, you see that we know all, and thai 
you may as well crave my pardon whilst I am 
in the humor to grant it, for this mood of 

ness may not long prevail.*' 
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Master Gaspard seemed to wither under Flo- 
restane's gaze. ** Then she has lied to me ! " 
he hissed. ^ How could I know that it was a 
Ue?'' 

^^ You knew it well enough, and she lied no 
more than you did, you dog ! " broke out my 
master. *^Ah, what a brave, manly thing it 
is to retreat behind an accusation made against 
a dead woman, who can no longer give you the 
lie back in your teeth ! Confess — fall to your 
knees, and confess to Princess Melicendra the 
fraud which you practised ! " 

The miserable lawyer sank upon his knees, 
exclaiming : '* Forgiveness ! Grant forgiveness ! 
dear princess, to one who has been in error, but 
who meant to act for the best ! ^ 

But the princess rose, and sternly extended 
her hand, pointing with a determined finger to 
the door. 

" Gro forth ! " she exclaimed, " take to your- 
self the sentence of banishment which you caused 
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to be pronounced upon this innocent man. Nerer 
cast shadow across my threshold again. Had 
I proof that the plot was of your originatingt 
I would have you driven forth with rods.'' 

Maldroit made his way shufilingly to the dooTt 
intent only upon escaping before matters grew 
worse for him. 

Now it was impossible for me to refrain from 
following him. So soon as he was on the other 
side of the arras, I gave him a great buffet 
as I had so often wished to do. 

" HeU-hound ! *' I exclaimed, " through your 
machinations my master has suiFered much ; bat 
there is one compensation : you will have pumsh- 
ment for all eternity, whereas his sorrows are at 
an end. Therefore I venture to speed you oa 
your way." With this I lifted my foot^ and 
kicked him with all my strength, and, as he was 
at the head of the stone stairs, he stumbled and 
fell. I watched him pick himself up and huddk 
himself out of sight down the passage. A warder 
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who had seen this exploit clapped me on the 
shoulder, crying : " Every foot in the castle 
is with yours, and he would not have a whole bone 
left in his skin if the will gave the way ! '* 

When I returned to the hall, I heard the prin- 
cess saying : " Then you did not really know 
it — you had not actual proof of Lady Etie- 
nette's confession ? " 

Florestane extended his arms wide as he stood 
before the tribunal. " Have I proof that day 
will follow night? " he asked. ** Have I proof 
that I will not be alive in this world an hundred 
years from now? Have you proof that there 
is a heaven and a hell? No — these things 
must be believed through faith and reason ; but 
this I know: that, whereas I do believe that a 
day will follow a night; that I will die before 
an hundred years, — that there is a heaven and 
a hell, — so surely do I believe that Lady Eti- 
enette and Master Maldroit invented this vile plot 
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to be rid of me, and by the dog's own admissioiii 
the proof has followed close upon the faith.** 

Then there was a murmur of applause f ran 
the elderly men, and the Princess Melicendra 
drew her br^th short with admiration, saying: 
^^ Truly, Florestane, your poetry and your elo- 
quence have been in no way impaired by your 
hardships ! " 

And now arrived the priest who had left m 
but a few hours before to hear the oonfessioii 
of the dying woman. His face expressed great 
sadness, and the princess, after greeting him 
decorously, inquired of him if Lady EtieneUe 
do Beaucaire were dead. 

*^ She is dead," he replied, in a vmoe full of 
emotion, ^^ and she bade mc repeat her conf essioiit 
that the harm that she had wrought might be 
healed. It was she who, advised by a lawyer« 
whose name she would not divulge, plotted with 
Sir Vigrainc de Bois to have Florestane accused 
and seized just at the time when the baron was 
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carrying off the troubadour maid. She further- 
confessed that she had intended to waylay Flo- 
restane and endeavor by all her wiles to entangle 
him in an amour ; but that he had disappeared so 
mysteriously that she had been imable to trace 
him beyond Belief ranche ; and when Biatriz es- 
caped from the castle, she had gone, from sheer 
loneliness and disappointment, to the baron, and, 
by means of a love-charm, had established a do- 
minion over him. Jealousy finally led her into 
the crime of preparing for him a cup of poison, 
which, by some accident unknown to her» she 
must have drunk herself." 

Biatriz and Florestane looked at each other, 
but they were silent. No word should pass their 
lips which could lead to the discovery of Vaurien. 
Biatriz was too loyal to this poor wretch to 
use her intimate knowledge against her. 

When we were come forth from the presence 
of the Princess Melicendra, Biatriz drew me 
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aside. ^* Fcirol," she said, ** can I trust yoa to 
do somewhat for me and never tell your master? ^ 

I started. ^^ Lady^" I 8tammeied» ^ are yoa 
already concealing aught from him? ** 

She laughed. ^^ Nay,** she replied, ^ have no 
fear. This is nothing which he would haw 
reason to be ashamed of ; but I fear that, if he 
knew what I am about to do, he might foiUd 
it, for my own safety ; and that is why I want 
your help and protection.** Then she sank her 
voice still lower. ^* Peirol,'* she said, ^ I want 
you to go with me to the cave of Vaurien. I 
have a fancy that by this time she may have 
heard or suspected tidings of me which wfll 
cause her alarm lest I should tell what I know 
of her. I must go to her, and assure her of 
my good faith, and how her secret is buried 
in my heart, and how she never need fear be- 
tra^'al through word of mine. And yet, Pcird/* 
she continued, ^^ I hesitate to go alone, lest she 
should feel that my life were too great a 
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to her safety, and try to slay me. For since 
learning more of her these last few days, I am 
forced to be distrustful. I want you, therefore, 
to wait without the cave, only in case I should 
need assistance. Now, surely, you see why Flo- 
restane might insist that I should not go? '' 

As I could not dissuade Biatriz from her plan, 
I rose betimes the next morning, and unpacked 
the velvet suit which had so long lain folded 
with the powder embedded in it. I now brushed 
this carefully out, sighing : ** Ah, it will never 
be needed now. The crooked has been made 
straight by another means ! '* 

I found Biatriz waiting for me, and we jour- 
neyed into the forest. As I walked behind Bia- 
triz, I marked the grace and steadiness of her 
tread, in spite of a slightly anxious forward 
bending of her body as she listened for any 
sound that might token ill. But we reached the 
witch's cave in safety, and I stood without, my 
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thumb playing upon my dagger-hilt, while Bia- 
triz entered. 

Vaurien started up with an exclamation of 
surprise at recognizing her. 

*^ Ha ! I never thought to see you again ! ** 
she cried. 

^* Vaurien,'' said the dear lady, *^ I come Cfolj 
to tell you that on the day when I last left you, 
I found my lover, who had been so long abMnt, 
and that all is well with me. But I wanted 
you to learn from my own lips that what I 
know of you shall ever be sacred, and that yoa 
shall never be molested through hint of mine." 

I heard Vaurien mutter something in a tone 
which I liked not, and I took a step nearer to 
the cave. Biatriz, however, stood her groond 
firmly. 

^^ Lady Etienette is dead of the very poison 

she bought,** she said, ^ and I came here for 

another purpose than to promise yoa my good 

faith. I think you, too, owe me somewhat. If 
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I engage to protect you, the least that you 
can do in return is to promise me that you will 
sell no more men's lives into the hands of their 
enemies. Sell your simples — make your in- 
cantations if you will — barter your love-charms 
if you must — but consider the day of judg- 
ment — what it will mean for you when souls 
dead in their sins rise up to accuse you. Vau- 
rien," continued Biatriz, " I take your Ghost of 
the Forest, thus — I pour it on the flames — 
Vaurien, I conjure you, never deal out death 
again for coin ! " 

The sorceress made no effort to restrain Bia- 
triz's hand as she turned the contents of the 
green jar into the brazier. 

" I have sold only this one in two years,** she 
expostulated, feebly. 

" Sell no more, as you expect the Lord to 
have mercy on your soul ! " commanded Biatriz, 
standing erect and white in her determination. 

" I will not," answered the witch. 
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^^ Then shake my hand, and be honest to the 
end," said Biatriz; and no man ever witneated 
a stranger sight than these two women standing 
by the lurid glow of the burning poisouy one 
so straight and tall, and all clad in white woollen ; 
the other less erect, her black hair hanging wild* 
with her glittering eyes fixed on those of the 
troubadour maid in the dumb subjectim of an 
evil spirit to the good. As they grasped each the 
other's hand, I seemed to hear again in my eais 
those words of Sordello : ^ Grod is in His bcaqfr 
ful world — believe this to your soul's heatthl" 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

The Fall of the Reiver 

%SX HEN it was noised about in the town of 
Bellefranche that Florestane and Biatriz wore 
returned, and in what manner, the indignation 
which had long been harbored against the robber 
baron burst forth unrestrained- Little groups 
of excited citizens might be seen standing in 
bright-colored clusters in the narrow gray 
streets; and one day I saw a lusty-looking fel- 
low standing on the curb of a well in s public 
square haranguing the others to action, bidding 
them rise up and rid themselves of this powerful 
oppressor. Everywhere it was evident that 
hatred of Sir Vigraine de Bois was the object 
of these tittle street asaembUes. 
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One day as I was coming down the street that 
is set in steps, in quest of a tailor who had gires 
me his word that my yellow suit should be ready 
some ten days sooner than it proved to be, two 
men stepped out from an inn which I was pass- 
ing, and requested speech with me. These were 
the Sire de Saint Fr£ and Baron Hugh de 
Trompfe. I lent ear gladly, fw it gratified in 
some sort my sense of self-respect to fed tfast 
these important men wished to have f^i^^»n^ 
with me. 

'' Master Feirol," said Baron Hugh, <" a band 
of us are determined to go to the Castle of Bois 
and to take prisoner Sir Vigraine himself, that 
he may be brought to justice." 

My heart leaped to hear this, for I knew that 
if sufficient numbers could be brought together 
to overpower the baron and his followers, sudi 
an event might well come to pass. 

'' Ay," added the Sire de Saint Pr£, <" we aie 
come but now from a gathering of our frisods 
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at the inn, and we are agreed to go to the castle 
and confound him on his own ground. WiU 
you be one of our company? " 

" Indeed, yes, honored sir," I replied, eagerly, 
" my knife has been kept well whetted for many 
a day against such an opportunity." 

The two men smiled at my enthusiasm. As 
I thought of all that my master and his bride 
had endured through the evil doings of Sir 
Vigraine, I felt that I could clean destroy the 
baron right willingly. 

" There were three of them equaUy guilty in 
the business," said Saint Pr6 ; ^^ Lady Etienette, 
Master Graspard, and Sir Vigraine de Bois. 
Lady Etienette is dead, and Master Mai- 
droit — " Here he broke off with a hearty 
laugh. 

" What of Master Maldroit? " I inquired. 

^^ Master Maldroit," said Baron Hugh, laugh- 
ing also, *^ fell into the hands of the Sire de 
Saint Fr6 after you were done with him that 
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morning at the castle ; and he is at present un- 
able even to accept lus sentence of banishment! " 

^^ Since you will be one of us," said the Sire 
de Saint Fr£, *^ will you not come into the taTcrn 
again, where be numerous citizens Hifnisting 
the plan of attack? " 

We betook us into the inn from whidi I had 
seen these gentles emerge, and there we found 
a goodly group of stalwart men, as it were 
taking advisement how to obtain access to the 
castle. 

^^ If so may be that we avoid a fray, the 
better,'' said the Sire de Saint Pl4, whom I 
soon saw was more principal than the others in 
leading the opinion of the meeting. 

*^ If some one may use a pretext to have the 
drawbridge lowered,'' suggested a hearty-look- 
ing ¥v^ght, ** and then the others follow so quidi 
that the warder shall have no time to raise it 
again, we may come upon the baron suddenly, 
and save our wit and strength for dealing with 
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the retainers at the castle. Surely this were 
better warfare than spending our arms in fight- 
ing our way." 

" This citizen is right,'* assented Baron Hugh ; 
" would it not serve to make the warder lower 
the bridge if one went before as a bearer of 
despatches ? " 

" Ay," said the same man who had spoke just 
now, "when two men have ridden upon the bridge, 
let that be a signal for all the rest to start ; and, 
storming rapidly forward, they wiU make so 
quick and heavy a resistance, that the bridge 
may not be raised again by reason of its great 
weight." 

This proposition was received with acclaim 
by some of the lesser men, but the Sire de Saint 
Pre only shrugged his shoulders, and asked: 
" And what should hinder the warders from 
dropping the portcullis when they see the bridge 
taken, and then how have we bettered ourselves? " 
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Despair seemed to settie upon the band at 
this melancholy suggestion. 

** I fear we be not strong enough to fotce 
a castle," murmured Baron Hugh. 

Then an idea came to me. I stood up, ex- 
claiming: ** Has not the Baron of Boib pillaged 
more frequently than formerly, sinoe the death 
of Lady Etienette? " 

*^ Ay, that he has ! " cried a sturdy 
man ; ** when his evenings and nights 
provided for, he left harmless travellers alone; 
but since her death he has made more desperate 
onslaughts than ever." 

^^ He and his gang overtook a party of mer- 
chants last Thursday," said a young leech, ** and 
he despoiled them of all their property. I was 
called in to bind up the wounded. One poor 
fellow lay so nigh spent that I was forced to 
let blood in a vein in his forehead, and bleed 
him as much as would fiU an egg-shell. A wortfaj 



296 




FLORESTANE the TROUBADOUR 



neighbor is the baron to a peaceable town! 
Down with reiver, say I ! " 

^^ Be there any more bands of merchants to 
arrive here shortly? " I asked. 

^^ In truth, there is a company should be here 
in a few days," said Baron Hugh ; ** it were well 
if we could capture the baron and hang his 
crew before these good folks come to town, if 
only to save this much further pillage." 

*^ Then, nobles and citizens, may I ask your 
courtesy while I speak again?" I said. *^ If 
these same merchants should arrive to-morrow 
night, — given they should come within a league 
or two of Belief ranche, — think you Sir Vi- 
graine and his highwaymen would be waiting in 
readiness to fall upon them? " 

" I am assured of it," replied the leech. ** My 
man heard talk of this very matter two days 
ago at this very tavern, and he tells me that 
the robbers watch for them each night already.** 

^^Then, lords and squires," said I, with in- 
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creasing importance, ^^ I offer the miggtatitm 
that these merchants $haU arrive to-momur 
night.'' 

There was a moment of silence. Then the 
Sire de Saint Pr£ looked at me. 

" Do you mean — " he began. 

^* I mean," said I, mightily glad that I should 
be the one to propose this plan, ^ I mean that 
a few of us, well-armed, but hooded and dis- 
guised as merchants, shall arrive upon the road 
a league or two away, to-morrow night; and 
that all the rest of us, even better armed, shall 
lie in concealment just behind. Then, when the 
highwaymen fall upon these false merdianti, 
I propose that all of us — merchants and van- 
guard — shall return blow for blow so merrily 
that those who be still alive shall be forced to 
flee, and that the Baron of Bois shaU be our 
prisoner." Emboldened by seeing that my audi- 
ence favored my plot, I continued: "The 
chants will not sally forth until they 
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exactly where the baron himself is, as the whole 
object of the foray is to see him taken." 

"Bravo!" exclaimed the Sire de Saint Frf, 
" good Master Minstrel, you are a strategist ! 
How did you ever manage to think of so crafty 
a device? " 

I smiled (very happy, I confess), and an- 
swered with such modesty as I could summon, 
" My lord, one is not the companion of poets 
and monks without learning somewhat of the 
world ! " 

This caused much merriment, as playful allu- 
sions to clerics ever seem to do. 

So it happened that on a certain cold, moonlit 
evening, little bands of men rode off now and 
again to the forest beyond Belief ranche (not the 
forest where was the Castle of Bois, but on the 
other side of town) ; and just before midnight 
a goodly concourse of armed conspirators met 
in this forest, having been assembling thus, a 

few at a time to avert suspicion, ever since dusk. 
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Then, when by spying and awaiting^, we had 
ascertained where lurked Sir Vigraine and his 
menials, those of us who personated the mer- 
chants sallied forth looking innocent enough 
— but every man hot with determination to r^ 
dress so far as he might the wrongs which had 
been wrought by the robber baron. 

We rode silently and slowly, as thoae who 
would seek peace and ensue it. We s ee m e d all 
unconscious of any danger that might mtnf^ 
us, and deliberately gave ourselves into the 
hands of the robbers. They set upon us straigfal- 
way, and bade us render up our stores. Wc^ 
with well-simulated terror, delivered our bundks 
of rags and boxes filled with stones, amid modi 
lamenting, bewailing our hard lot to be left thus 
desolate. Baron Hugh, dressed in a long plaited 
garment, and wearing a heavy round hat with 
frills of escnlloped cloth, made some objectioii to 
giving up his package — he said none but tlit 
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chief of the bandits was fit to receive such 
treasure. 

** I will give this box only to your leader ! ** 
he cried, with a voice little like his own. ^^ This 
is not plunder for common thieves ! '* 

Now Sir Vigraine, when he heard this, felt 
a natural curiosity to receive such a valuable 
package for himself, so he rode directly to Baron 
Hugh, and in this way fell into the very trap 
we had planned for him. Baron Hugh and the 
Sire de Saint Pre seized him on either side, and, 
this being the signal for a general attack, our 
fellow citizens rode out and engaged with the 
robbers, who thus were forced to leave their 
leader in the midst of these ravening wolves who 
had been so cunningly devised in lambs' skins. 
Then began forthwith such a din that it were 
not possible to tell what fortuned. We who had 
been so appointed held the Baron of Bois fast, 
and bound him straight with cords which we 
had brought for the purpose. When he was 
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ready to our liking, we led him awaj on hii 
horse, while our followers pursued the nuumuden 
as the hawk chases the sparrow, cutting them 
down and thrusting them through as such vil- 
lains do only deserve and ought to ezpecL 

Finally, when the rascals found that tliey 
were in jeopardy of death, they endeaTored only 
to escape, the more anxiously since they law 
their chief a prisoner; and we turned our at- 
tention to Sir Vigraine. He was chafing mightily 
against our rough treatment, cursing oaths of 
such variety as it has seldom been my fOTtme 
to hear. But in despite of his resistance* we 
rode along to Belief ranche, purposing to take 
him to receive sentence in the regular manner as 
a breaker of law. 

As we drew near to the town, the watchmoi 
heard the strange sounds, and would have r^ 
fused us admittance by the gate had not Baron 
Ilugli cried out to them who we were, and told 
our errand. Then were the gates thrown wide, 
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and we entered the town with as much pomp as 
if we had been a band of victors returning from 
the wars with a whole army in subjection! 

Citizens, and the wives and families of those 
who had gone with us, summoned much folk, who 
assembled rejoicing; and we were forced to halt 
in the public square by the Hotel de Ville to 
receive the congratulations of this multitude, 
who, half -dressed and with cloaks thrown hastily 
about them, had come out in the darkness with 
flaming torches to greet the captors of their 
enemy. I feared greatly lest they should lay 
violent hands upon our prisoner, as idle persons 
who have had scant measure of merit in such dis- 
port are apt to do ; but they were right orderly 
in their spirit, wishing only to show their mirth 
at his discomfiture, whereof they were joyful; 
deeming that he would be brought to justice in 
due season. 

If Master Cimabue could only have been there, 
I know that this weird night-picture would have 
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caused him as much maxrel as the bright day- 
picture which he had witnessed in the same 
square two years before (but Master rimahwf 
will never again find time to visit Frmaoey I 
fear, for he is become a very great painter now). 
Where formerly the square was set with its 
emblazoned throne, and crowded with festive fig- 
ures clad in divers gay colors, now the throng was 
dark and menacing, fierce in their intent, thou|^ 
gleefully boisterous at securing their pr^« 
Where formerly the glad sunshine had illumined 
the jewels and gilding, now the glare of waver- 
ing torchlight fell upon the deep shadows, 
chasing them away in broken masses, and redue- 
ing the colors all to one neutral depth of tone. 
And yet on that day of mirth and cheer all 
this hideous plot had been brewing; while on 
this night of gloom and fierceness the good was 
prevailing, and wrong was being redressed. So 
little may we judge of the true state of tlungs 
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by their outward appearance in this strange 
world. 

Whilst the populace was thus diverting itself, 
crying on high for joy, gazing at the Baron 
of Bois, they having become on a sudden very 
bold and brave in the presence of this dreaded 
tyrant now that he was deprived of honor and 
friends, I saw, illumined for a moment by the 
torchlight, a face which woke in me certain thrills 
of memory; for it was by torchlight that I 
had first seen that noble countenance. Florestane 
des Baux had come out into the open square to 
discover the cause of the great commotion. For 
awhile he stood dazed, not seeing, by reason of 
the uncertain flickering light, what brought the 
interest to a centre. Then, through inquiring, 
and through accustoming his eyes to the fitful 
illumination, he realized that his enemy was held 
helpless before him. When the assemblage rec- 
ognized the troub€idour, they hailed him with 
joy, bidding him mark how we had been angling 

30s 




FLORESfANE the TROUBADOUR 

to this malevolent fish with a great hook. Amid 
the roar of the hoarse voices I could not tdl 
what he replied, but he knew that his cfaampoBS 
were having their time of triumph. 

And now the wandering members of our party 
began to arrive with their prisoners, — those 
robbers who had so long oppressed the peoide 
who travelled trusting in our peaceful oountrj. 
It was necessary to conduct these criminals im- 
mediately in safeguard to the gaol, and ihithcr 
we all tramped, the craven Jean, who was among 
the prisoners, loading us with promises of re- 
form, — like one who swears never to gamble 
again after he has lost his whole fortune. 

When this was done, I followed my dear mas- 
ter to his home. The dawn had begun to show, 
and as we approached the house, I saw that Bia- 
triz was come out upon the step to meet us, and 
to inquire what was the disturbance which had 
taken her husband out at so unusual an hour. 

As the poet took her in his arms and im- 
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printed a kiss upon her brow, we could hear 
the distant bells of the monastery as they chimed 
for lauds. 

Star of my soul," said Florestane, softly, 

a day has passed, and a day is begun. Let 
us forgive, as we would be forgiven, all that has 
caused us grief or vexation in the time that 
is sped ; and let us resolve so to live in the day 
to come that the evening may find us in peace 
and pure adventure, strong in the faith that 
the beauty of this world is good." 

" Thank God for all beauty in body, mind, 
and spirit ! " murmured Biatriz, and the two who 
had been so long parted drew the closer together, 
smiling into each other's eyes as they moved be- 
yond the portal and were hid from view. 



THE END. 
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